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CHAPTER I.
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FONTENELLE says, somewhere or other,
" There is

no success, however merited, in which luck does not

have a share;" and, although I was of the same opi-

nion as the illustrious Academician, I determined by

sheer toil to diminish as much as in me lay the share

luck could claim in my success. In the first place, I

redoubled my efforts to improve the execution of my
VOL. II. B
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tricks, and when I believed I had attained that result,

I tried to correct a fault which, I felt, must injure my

performance. This was speaking too rapidly; and my
"
patter," recited in a schoolboy tone, thus lost much

of its effect. I was drawn in this false direction by my

natural vivacity, and I had great trouble in correcting

it; however, by resolutely attacking my enemy, I

managed to conquer it.

This victory was doubly profitable to me : I per-

formed with much less fatigue, and had the pleasure of

noticing, in the calmness of my audience, that I had

realised the scenic truth,
" the more slowly a story is

told, the shorter it seems." In fact, if you pronounce

slowly, the public, judging from your calmness that

you take an interest in what you are saying, yield to

your influence and listen to you with sustained atten-

tion. If, on the contrary, your words reveal a desire

to finish quickly, your auditors gradually submit to

the influence of this restlessness, and they are as anxious

as yourself to hear the end of your story.

I have said that people of the first rank came to my

theatre, but I noticed, on the other hand, to my regret,

that my pit was scantily filled. As I was ambitious to

have my room thronged, I thought I could not effect
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this more easily than by making my theatre better

known than I had hitherto done.

From time immemorial it has been the custom, at

conjuring performances, to distribute small presents to

the audience, in order to " maintain their
friendship.'*

Toys were generally selected, which spectators of all

ages contended for; and this often made Comte say at

the moment of distribution,
" Here are toys for great

children and small." These presents had a very ephe-

meral existence, and as nothing indicated their origin,

they could attract no attention to the giver. While,

then, I was as liberal as my predecessors, I wished that

my little presents should keep up for a longer period

the remembrance of my name and experiments. In-

stead of dolls and other similar objects, I distributed to

my spectators, under the form of presents produced by

magic, illustrated comic journals, elegant fans, albums,

and rebuses, all accompanied by bouquets and excellent

bonbons. Each article bore, not only the inscription

"Recollections of Robert-Houdin's fantastic soirees,"

but also details of my performances, according to the

nature of the article. These were generally presented

in the shape of verses. The thing that caused

me the most trouble was my comic journal, the

B 2
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"
Cagliostro," which. I was forced to edit at the expense

of my night's rest. The audience were amused by

my jests, and the perusal of the paper between the

acts gave me a little more time to make my prepa-

rations.

The experiment, however, to which I owed my

reputation was one inspired by that fantastic god to

whom Pascal attributes all the discoveries of this

sublunary world : chance led me straight to the inven-

tion of second sight.

My two children were playing one day in the

drawing-room at a game they had invented for their

own amusement. The younger had bandaged his

elder brother's eyes, and made him guess the objects he

touched, and when the latter happened to guess right,

they changed places. This simple game suggested to

me the most complicated idea that ever crossed my
mind.

Pursued by the notion, I ran and shut myself up in

my workroom, and was fortunately in that happy

state when the mind follows easily the combinations

traced by fancy. I rested my head in my hands, and,

in my excitement, laid down the first principles of

second sight.
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It would require a whole volume to describe the

numberless combinations of this experiment; but this

description, far too serious for these memoirs, will find

a place in a special work, which will also contain the

explanation of my theatrical tricks. Still, I cannot

resist the desire of cursorily explaining some of the

preliminary experiments to which I had recourse

before I could make the trick perfect.

My readers will remember the experiment sug-

gested to me formerly by the pianist's dexterity, and

the strange faculty I succeeded in attaining: I could

read while juggling with four balls. Thinking seri-

ously of this, I fancied that this "perception by

appreciation" might be susceptible of equal develop-

ment, if I applied its principles to the memory and

the mind.

I resolved, therefore, on making some experiments

with my son Emile, and, in order to make my young

assistant understand the nature of the exercise we

were going to learn, I took a domino, the cinq-quater

for instance, and laid it before him. Instead of letting

him count the points of the two numbers, I requested

the boy to tell me the total at once.

"Nine," he said.
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Then I added another domino, the quater-tray.

" That makes sixteen/' he said, without any hesi-

tation.

I stopped the first lesson here; the next day we

succeeded in counting at a single glance four dominoes,

the day after six, and thus we at length were enabled

to give instantaneously the product of a dozen do-

minoes.

This result obtained, we applied ourselves to a far

more difficult task, over which we spent a month. My
son and I passed rapidly before a toy-shop, or any other

displaying a variety of wares, and cast an attentive

glance upon it. A few steps further on we drew

paper and pencil from our pockets, and tried which

could describe the greater number of objects seen

in passing. I must own that my son reached a per-

fection far greater than mine, for he could often write

down forty objects, while I could scarce reach thirty.

Often feeling vexed at this defeat, I would return to

the shop and verify his statement, but he rarely made

a mistake.

My male readers will certainly understand the pos-

sibility of this, but they will recognise the difficulty.

As for my lady readers, I am convinced beforehand
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they will not be of the same opinion, for they daily

perform far more astounding feats. Thus, for instance,

I can safely assert that a lady seeing another pass at

full speed in a carriage, will have had time to analyse

her toilette from her bonnet to her shoes, and be able

to describe not only the fashion and quality of the

stuffs, but also say if the lace be real, or only machine

made. I have known ladies do this.

This natural, or acquired, faculty among ladies, but

which my son and I had only gained by constant

practice, was of great service in my performances, for

while I was executing my tricks, I could see everything

that passed around me, and thus prepare to foil any

difficulties presented me. This exercise had given me,

so to speak, the power of following two ideas simul-

taneously, and nothing is more favourable in conjuring

than to be able to think at the same time both of what

you are saying and of what you are doing. I even-

tually acquired such a knack in this, that I frequently

invented new tricks while going through my perform-

ances. One day, even, I made a bet I would solve a

problem in mechanics while taking my part in conver-

sation. We were talking of the pleasure of a country

life, and I calculated during this time the quantity of
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wheels and pinions, as well as the necessary cogs, to

produce certain revolutions required, without once

failing in my reply.

This slight explanation will be sufficient to show

what is the essential basis of second sight, and I will

add that a secret and unnoticeable correspondence

existed between my son and myself, by which I could

announce to him the name, nature, and bulk of objects

handed me by spectators.

As none understood my mode of action, they were

tempted to believe in something extraordinary, and,

indeed, my son Emile, then aged twelve, possessed all

the essential qualities to produce this opinion, for his

pale, intellectual, and ever thoughtful face repre-

sented the type of a boy gifted with some supernatural

power.

Two months were incessantly employed in erecting

the scaffolding of our tricks, and when we were quite

confident of being able to contend against the difficulties

of such an undertaking, we announced the first repre-

sentation of second sight. On the 12th of February,

1846, I printed in the centre of my bill the following

singular announcement:

" In this performance M. Robert-Houdirfs son, who
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2*5 gifted with a marvellous second sight, after his eyes

have been covered with a thick bandage, will designate

every object presented to him by the audience"

I cannot say whether this announcement attracted

any spectators, for my room was constantly crowded
;

still I may affirm, what may seem very extraordinary,

that the experiment of second sight, which afterwards

became so fashionable, produced no effect on the first

performance. I am inclined to believe that the spec-

tators fancied themselves the dupes of accomplices, but

I was much annoyed by the result, as I had built on

the surprise I should produce ; still, having no reason

to doubt its ultimate success, I was tempted to make

a second trial, which turned out well.

The next evening I noticed in my room several

persons who had been present on the previous night,

and I felt they had come a second time to assure them-

selves of the reality of the experiment. It seems they

were convinced, for my success was complete, and

amply compensated for my former disappointment.

I especially remember a mark of singular approval

with which one of my pit audience favoured me. My
son had named to him several objects he offered in

succession; but not feeling satisfied, my incredulous
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friend, rising, as if to give more importance to the dif-

ficulty he was about to present, handed me an instru-

ment peculiar to cloth .merchants, and employed to

count the number of threads. Acquiescing in his wish,

I said to my boy, "What do I hold in my hand?"

" It is an instrument to judge the fineness of cloth,

and called a thread counter."

"By Jove!" my spectator said, energetically, "it

is marvellous. If I had paid ten francs to see it, I

should not begrudge them."

From this moment my room was much to small, and

was crowded every evening.

Still, success is not entirely rose-coloured, and I could

easily narrate many disagreeable scenes produced by

the reputation I had of being a sorcerer; but I will

only mention one, which forms a resume of all I pass

over:

A young lady of elegant manners paid me a visit

one day, and although her face was hidden by a thick

veil, my practised eyes perfectly distinguished her fea-

tures. She was very pretty.

My incognita would not consent to sit down till she

was assured we were alone, and that I was the real

Robert-Houdin. I also seated myself, and assuming
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the attitude of a man prepared to listen, I bent slightly

to my visitor, as if awaiting her pleasure to explain to

me the object of her mysterious visit. To my great

surprise, the young lady, whose manner betrayed ex-

treme emotion, maintained the most profound silence,

and I began to find the visit very strange, and was on

the point of forcing an explanation, at any hazard,

when the fair unknown timidly ventured these words :

" Good Heavens ! sir, I know not how you will in-

terpret my visit."

Here she stopped, and let her eyes sink with a very

embarrassed air; then, making a violent effort, she con-

tinued :

" What I have to ask of you, sir, is very difficult

4

to explain."

"
Speak, madam, I beg," I said, politely,

" and I will

try to guess what you cannot explain to me."

An<J I began asking myself what this reserve

meant.

" In the first place," the young lady said, in a low

voice, and looking round her,
" I must tell you con-

fidentially that I loved, my love was returned, and I

I am betrayed."

At the last word the lady raised her head, overcame
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the timidity she felt, and said, in a firm and assured

voice,

"
Yes, sir yes, I am betrayed, and for that reason

I have come to you."

"
Really, madam," I said, much surprised at this

strange confession,
" I do not see how I can help you

in such a matter."

"
Oh, sir, I entreat you," said my fair visitor, clasp-

ing her hands " I implore you not to abandon me !

"

I had great difficulty in keeping my countenance,

and yet I felt an extreme curiosity to know the history

concealed behind this mystery.
" Calm yourself, madam," I remarked, in a tone of

tender sympathy; "tell me what you would of me,

and if it be in my power
"

" If it be in your power !

"
the young lady said,

quickly;
"
why, nothing is more easy, sir."

"
Explain yourself, madam."

"
Well, sir, I wish to be avenged."

"In what way?"
"
How, you know better than I, sir

;
must I teach

you? You have in your power means to
"

"I, madam?"
"
Yes, sir, you ! for you are a sorcerer, and cannot

deny it."
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At this word sorcerer, I was much inclined to laugh ;

but I was restrained by the incognita's evident emo-

tion. Still, wishing to put an end to a scene which

was growing ridiculous, I said, in a politely ironical

tone:

"
Unfortunately, madam, you give me a title I never

possessed."

" How, sir !

"
the young woman exclaimed, in a

quick tone,
"
you will not allow you are

"

"A sorcerer, madam? Oh no, I will not."

"You will not?"

"
No, a thousand times no, madam."

At these words my visitor rose hastily, muttered a

few incoherent words, appeared suffering from terrible

emotion, and then drawing near me with flaming eyes

and passionate gestures, repeated :

"
Ah, you will not ! Very good ;

I now know what

I have to do."

Stupified by such an outbreak, I looked at her

(ixedly, and began to suspect the cause of her extra-

ordinary conduct.

" There are two modes of acting," she said, with

terrible volubility,
" towards people who devote them-

selves to magic arts entreaty and menaces. You

would not yield to the first of these means, hence, I
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must employ the second. Stay," she kidded, "perhaps

this will induce you to speak."

And, lifting up her cloak, she laid her hand on the

hilt of a dagger passed through her girdle. At the

same time she suddenly threw back her veil, and

displayed features in which all the signs of rage and

madness could be traced. No longer having a doubt

as to the person I had to deal with, my first move-

ment was to rise and stand on my guard; but this

first feeling overcome, I repented the thought of a

struggle with the unhappy woman, and determined

on employing a method almost always successful with

those deprived of reason. I pretended to accede to

her wishes.

" If it be so, madam, I yield to your request. Tell

me what you require."

" I have told you, sir
;
I wish for vengeance, and

there is only one method to
"

Here there was a fresh interruption, and the young

lady, calmed by my apparent submission, as well as

embarrassed by the request she had to make of me,

became again timid and confused.

"Well, madam?"
"
Well, sir, I know not how to tell you how to
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explain to you but I fancy there are certain means

certain spells which render it impossible impossible

for a man to be unfaithful."

" I now understand what you wish, madam. It is

a certain magic practice employed in the middle ages.

Nothing is easier, and I will satisfy you."

Decided on playing the farce to the end, I

took down the largest book I could find in my

library, turned over the leaves, stopped at a page

which I pretended to scan with profound attention,

and then addressing the lady, who followed all my
movements anxiously,

"
Madam," I said, confidentially,

" the spell I am

going to perform renders it necessary for me to know

the name of the person; have the kindness, then, to

tell it me."

" Julian !

"
she said, in a faint voice.

With all the gravity of a real sorcerer, I so-

lemnly thrust a pin through a lighted candle, and

pronounced some cabalistic words. After which, blow-

ing out the candle, and turning to the poor creature,

I said:

" Madam, it is done
; your wish is accomplished."

"
Oh, thank you, sir," she replied, with the expres-
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sion of the profoundest gratitude; and at the same

moment she laid a purse on the table and rushed

away. I ordered my servant to follow her to her

house, and obtain all the information he could about

her, and I learned she had been a widow for a short

time, and that the loss of an adored husband had dis-

turbed her reason. The next day I visited her rela-

tives, and, returning them the purse, I told them the

scene the details of which the reader has just perused.

This scene, with some others that preceded and fol-

lowed it, compelled me to take measures to guard

myself against bores of every description. I could not

dream, as formerly, of exiling myself in the country,

but I employed a similar resource: this was to shut

myself up in my workroom, and organise around me

a system of defence against those whom I called, in my

ill-temper, thieves of time.

I daily received visits from persons who were utter

strangers to me; some were worth knowing, but the

majority, gaining an introduction under the most futile

pretexts, only came to kill a portion of their leisure

time with me. It was necessary to distinguish the

tares from the wheat, and this is the arrangement I

made :
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When one of these gentlemen rang at my door, an

electric communication struck a bell in my workroom
;

I was thus warned and put on my guard. My servant

opened the door, and, as is customary, inquired the

visitor's name, while I, for my part, laid my ear to a

tube, arranged for the purpose, which conveyed to me

every word. If, according to his reply, I thought it

as well not to receive him, I pressed a button, and a

white mark that appeared in a certain part of the haH

announced I was not at home to him. My servant

then stated I was out, and begged the visitor to apply

to the manager.

Sometimes it happened that I erred in myjudgment,

and regretted having granted an audience
;
but I had

another mode of shortening a bore's visit. I had

placed behind the sofa on which I sat an electric

spring, communicating with a bell my servant could

hear. In case of need, and while talking, I threw

my arm carelessly over the back of the sofa, touched

the spring, and the bell rang. Then my servant, play-

ing a little farce, opened the front door, rang the bellr

which could be heard from the room where I sat, and

came to tell me that M. X (a name invented for

the occasion) wished to speak to me. I ordered M,

VOL. II. C
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X to be shown into an adjoining room, and it was

very rare that my bore did not raise the siege. No

one can form an idea how much time I gained by this

happy arrangement, or how many times I blessed my

imagination and the celebrated savant to whom the

discovery of galvanism is due !

This feeling can be easily explained, for my time

was of inestimable value. I husbanded it like a trea-

sure, and never sacrificed it, unless the sacrifice might

help me to discover new experiments destined to

stimulate public curiosity.

To support my determination in making my re-

searches, I had ever before me this maxim :

IT IS MORE DIFFICULT TO SUPPORT ADMIRATION

THAN TO EXCITE IT.

And this other, an apparent corollary of the pre-

ceding:

THE FASHION AN ARTISTE ENJOYS CAN ONLY

LAST AS LONG AS HIS TALENT DAILY INCREASES.

Nothing increases a professional man's merit so much

.as the possession of an independent fortune; this truth

may be coarse, but it is indubitable. Not only was I

convinced of these principles of high economy, but I

also knew that a man must strive to profit by the fickle
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favour of the public, which equally descends if it does

not rise. Hence I worked my reputation as much

as I could. In spite of my numerous engagements,

I found means to give performances in all the

principal theatres, though great difficulties frequently

arose, as my performance did not end till half-past

ten, and I could only fulfil my other engagements after

that hour.

Eleven o'clock was generally the hour fixed for my

appearance on a strange stage, and my readers may

judge of the speed required to proceed to the theatre

in so short a time and make my preparations. It is

true that the moments were as well counted as employed,

and my curtain had hardly fallen than, rushing towards

the stairs, I got before my audience, and jumped into

a vehicle that bore me off at full speed.

But this fatigue was as nothing compared to the

emotion occasionally produced by an error in the time

that was to elapse between my two performances. I

remember that, one night, having to wind up the per-

formances at the Vaudeville, the stage-manager miscal-

culated the time the pieces would take in performing,

and found himself much in advance. He sent off an

C2
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express to warn me that the curtain had fallen, and I

was anxiously expected. Can my readers comprehend

my wretchedness? My experiments, of which I could

omit none, would occupy another quarter of an hour;

but instead of indulging in useless recriminations, I re-

signed myself and continued my performance, though

I was a prey to frightful anxiety. While speaking, I

fancied I could hear that cadenced yell of the public to

which the famous song,
" Des lampions, des lampions"

was set. Thus, either through preoccupation, or a desire

to end sooner, I found, when my performance was

over, that I had gained five minutes out of the quarter

of an hour. Assuredly, it might be called the quarter

of an hour's grace.

To jump into a carriage and drive to the Place de la

Bourse was the affair of an instant
; still, twenty

minutes had elapsed since the curtain fell, and that

was an enormous time. My son Emile and I pro-

ceeded up the actors' stairs at full speed, but, on the

first step, we had heard the cries, whistling, and stamp-

ing of the impatient audience. What a prospect ! I

knew that frequently, either right or wrong, the public

treated an artiste, no matter whom, very harshly, to

remind him of punctuality. That sovereign always



AN INDIGNANT AUDIENCE. 21

appears to have on its lips the words of another

monarch :
" I was obliged to wait." However, we

hurried up the steps leading to the stage.

The stage-manager, who had been watching, on

hearing our hurried steps, cried from the landing :

"Is that you, M. Houdin?"

"
Yes, sir yes."

" Raise the curtain !" the same voice shouted.

"
Wait, wait, it is imp

"

My breath would not allow me to finish my objec-

tion
;
I fell on a chair, unable to move.

"
Come, M. Houdin," the manager said,

" do go on

the stage, the curtain is up, and the public are so

impatient."

The door at the back of the stage was open, but I

could not pass through it, fatigue and emotion nailed

me to the spot. Still, an idea occurred to me, which

saved me from the popular wrath.

" Go on to the stage, my boy," I said to my son,

" and prepare all that is wanting for the second-sight

trick."

The public allowed themselves to be disarmed by

this youth, whose face inspired a sympathising interest;

and my son, after gravely bowing to the audience,
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quietly made his slight preparations, that is to say, he

carried an ottoman to the front of the stage, and

placed on a neighbouring table a slate, some chalk, a

pack of cards, and a bandage.

This slight delay enabled me to recover my breath

and calm my nerves, and I advanced in my turn with

an attempt to assume the stereotyped smile, in which I

signally failed, as I was so agitated. The audience at

first remained silent, then their faces gradually un-

wrinkled, and soon, one or two claps having been ven-

tured, they were carried away and peace was made. I

was well rewarded, however, for this terrible ordeal, as

my "second sight" never gained a more brilliant

triumph.

An incident greatly enlivened the termination ofmy

performance.

A spectator, who had evidently come on purpose to

embarrass us, had tried in vain for some minutes to

baffle my son's clairvoyance, when, turning to me, he

said, laying marked stress on his words :

tf As your son is a soothsayer, of course he can guess

the number of my stall?"

The importunate spectator doubtlessly hoped to force

us into a confession of our impotence, for he covered

his number, and the adjacent seats being occupied, it
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was apparently impossible to read the numbers. But

I was on my guard against all surprises, and my reply

was ready. Still, in order to profit as much as possible

by the situation, I feigned to draw back.

" You know, sir," I said, feigning an embarrassed

air, "that my son is neither sorcerer nor diviner; he

reads through my eyes, and hence I have given this

experiment the name of second sight. As I cannot

see the number of your stall, and the seats close to you

are occupied, my son cannot tell it you."
" Ah ! I was certain of it," my persecutor said, in

triumph, and turning to his neighbours:
" I told you

I would pin him."

"
Oh, sir ! you are not generous in your victory," I

said, in my turn, in a tone of mockery.
" Take care

;

if you pique mv son's vanity too sharply, he may

solve your problem, though it is so difficult."

" I defy him," said the spectator, leaning firmly

against the back of his seat, to hide the number better

-"yes, yes I defy him!"

" You believe it to be difficult, then?"

" I will grant more : it is impossible."

"
Well, then, sir, that is a stronger reason for us to

try it. You will not be angry if we triumph in our

turn?" I added, with a petulant smile.
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"
Come, sir; we understand evasions of that sort. I

repeat it I challenge you both."

The public found great amusement in this debate,

and patiently awaited its issue.

u
Emile," I said to my son, "prove to this gentle-

man that nothing can escape your second sight."

" It is number sixty-nine," the boy answered, im-

mediately.

Noisy and hearty applause rose from every part of

the theatre, in which our opponent joined, for, con-

fessing his defeat, he exclaimed, as he clapped his

hands, "It is astounding magnificent!"

The way I succeeded in finding out the number of

the stall was this: I knew beforehand that in all

theatres where the stalls are divided down the centre

by a passage, the uneven numbers are on the right, and

the even on the left. As at the Vaudeville each row

was composed of ten stalls, it followed that on the right

hand the several rows must begin with one, twenty-

one, forty-one, and so on, increasing by twenty each.

Guided by this, I had no difficulty in discovering that

my opponent was seated in number sixty-nine, repre-

senting the fifth stall in the fourth row. I had pro-

longed the conversation for the double purpose of
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giving more brilliancy to my experiment, and gaining

time to make my researches. Thus I applied my

process of two simultaneous thoughts, to which I have

already alluded.

As I am now explaining matters, I may as well tell

my readers some of the artifices that added material

brilliancy to the second sight. I have already said

this experiment was the result of a material communi-

cation between myself and my son, which no one could

detect. Its combinations enabled us to describe any

conceivable object; but, though this was a splendid

result, I saw that I should soon encounter unheard-of

difficulties in executing it.

The experiment of second sight always formed the

termination of my performance. Each evening I saw

unbelievers arrive with all sorts of articles to triumph

over a secret which they could not unravel. Before

going to see Robert-Houdin's son a council was held,

in which an object that must embarrass the father was

chosen. <Among these were half-effaced antique medals,

minerals, books printed in characters of every descrip-

tion (living and dead languages), coats of arms, micro-

scopic objects, &c.

But what caused me the greatest difficulty was in
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finding out the contents of parcels, often tied with a

string, or even sealed up. But I had managed to

contend successfully against all these attempts to em-

barrass me. I opened boxes, purses, pocket-books,

&c., with great ease, and unnoticed, while appearing

to be engaged on something quite different. Were a

sealed parcel offered me, I cut a small slit in the paper

with the nail of my left thumb, which I always pur-

posely kept very long and sharp, and thus discovered

what it contained. One essential condition was ex-

cellent sight, and that I possessed to perfection. I

owed it originally to my old trade, and practice daily

improved it. An equally indispensable necessity was

to know the name of every object offered me. It was

not enough to say, for instance,
" It is a coin ;" but

my son must give its technical name, its value, the

country in which it was current, and the year in which

it was struck. Thus, for instance, if an English crown

were handed me, my son was expected to state that it

was struck in the reign of George IV., and had an

intrinsic value of six francs eighteen centimes.

Aided by an excellent memory, we had managed to

classify in our heads the name and value of all foreign

money. We could also describe a coat of arms in
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heraldic terms. Thus, on the arms of the house of

X being handed me, my son would reply:
" Field

gules, with two croziers argent in pale." This know-

ledge was very useful to us in the salons of the

Faubourg Saint Germain, where we were frequently

summoned.

I had also learned the characters though unable to

translate a word of an infinity of languages, such as

Chinese, Russian, Turkish, Greek, Hebrew, &c. We

knew, too, the names of all surgical instruments, so

that a surgical pocket-book, however complicated it

might be, could not embarrass us. Lastly, I had a very

sufficient knowledge of mineralogy, precious stones,

antiquities, and curiosities
;
but I had at my command

every possible resource for acquiring these studies, as

one of my dearest and best friends, Aristide le Carpen-

tier, a learned antiquary, and uncle of the talented

composer of the same name, had, and still has, a

cabinet of antique curiosities, which makes the keepers

of the imperial museums fierce with envy. My son

and I spent many long days in learning here names and

dates, of which we afterwards made a learned display.

Lc Carpentier taught me many things, and, among

others, he described various signs by which to recog-
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nise old coins when the die is worn off. Thus, a Tra-

jan, a Tiberius, or a Marcus Aurelius became as

familiar to me as a five-franc piece.

Owing to my old trade, I could open a watch

with ease, and do it with one hand, so -as to be

able to read the maker's name without the public

suspecting it: then I shut up the watch again and

the trick was ready ; my son managed the rest of the

business.

But that power of memory which my son pos-

sessed in an eminent degree certainly did us the

greatest service. "When we went to private houses,

he needed only a very rapid inspection, in order to

know all the objects in a room, as well as the various

ornaments worn by the spectators, such as chatelaines,

pins, eye-glasses, fans, brooches, rings, bouquets, &c.

He thus could describe these objects with the greatest

ease, when I pointed them out to him by our secret

communication. Here is an instance :

One evening, at a house in the Chaussee d'Antin,

and at the end of a performance which had been as

successful as it was loudly applauded, I remembered

that, while passing through the next room to the one

we were now in, I had begged my son to cast a
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glance at a library and remember the titles of some

of the books, as well as the order they were arranged

in. No one had noticed this rapid examination.

" To end the second sight experiment, sir," I said to

the master of the house,
" I will prove to you that

my son can read through a wall. Will you lend me a

book?"

I was naturally conducted to the library in question ,

which I pretended now to see for the first time, and

I laid my finger on a book.

"
Emile," I said to my son,

" what is the name of

this work?"

" It is Buffon," he replied, quickly.

" And the one by its side?" an incredulous spectator

hastened to ask.

" On the right or left?" my son asked.

" On the right," the speaker said, having a good

reason for choosing this book, for the lettering was

very small.

" 'The Travels of Anacharsis the Younger,'" the

boy replied. "But," he added, "had you asked the'

name of the book on the left, sir, I should have said

Lamartine's Poetry. A little to the right of this row,

I see Grebillon's works
; below, two volumes of Fleury's
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Memoirs;" and my son thus named a dozen books

before he stopped.

The spectators had not said a word during this

description, as they felt so amazed; but when the

experiment had ended, all complimented us by clap-

ping their hands.
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CHAPTER II.

Seductions of a Theatrical Agent How to gain One Hundred Thou-

sand Francs I start for Brussels A lucky Two-Sou Piece Mise-

ries of professional Travelling The Park Theatre Tyranny of a

Porter Full House Small Receipts Deceptions Return to

Paris.

HAD it not been for my constant toil and the in-

conveniences attaching to it, I should have been quite

happy and satisfied with the daily profit my perform-

ances brought me in. But one fine day the demon of

seduction presented himself before me in the obse-

quious form of a theatrical agent.

" Monsieur Robert-Houdin," he said, with a smile

on his
lips, as if we were old friends,

" I am commis-

sioned by M. X
, manager of the royal theatres

of Brussels, to offer you an engagement for the summer

season."

My first answer was a refusal, which I based on ex-
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cellent reasons. As I was very successful, ;t would not

be prudent to break the vein, while I s&.
> ..o occasion

to go a long distance in search of advantages I could

secure at home. This reasoning would have settled

any one but a theatrical agent ;
but nothing, it is

well known, can shake off the grip of these skilful

crimps.

" Permit me, Monsieur Robert-Houdin, not to be

quite of your opinion. I allow, of course, that with your

talents you are always secure of good receipts, but

you should bear in mind that the dog days [are ap-

proaching, and your room is stifling in summer. This

consideration might induce the Parisian public to

defer till autumn the pleasure of witnessing your

performances, while, by going to Brussels, where the

theatres are large and airy, you would have no reason

to fear such a result. Come," the plenipotentiary

continued, in a most candid tone,
" I must tell you,

without wishing to flatter you the least in the world,

that everybody is talking about you in Belgium; I

may add, even, that the manager has been urged to

make you offers by a great number of his sub-

scribers:'

This flattering insinuation began to shake my
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decision, and I offered in my defence reasons whose

weakness only attested to my indecision. My clever

touter noticed this, and thinking the moment arrived

to strike his great blow, said :

" Do you know, sir, the probable proceeds of my
offer?"

"No, sir."

"
Well, make an estimate."

" It is impossible."

"
Then, approximate."

" I must decline
;
for I understand nothing of such

calculations."

"Well, then, I understand them, and am rarely

mistaken," said the agent, stroking his chin,
" and I

tell you it is an affair to you" (here my seducer stopped,

as if to make a most accurate calculation)
" an affair

of one hundred thousand francs."

"One hundred thousand francs!" I exclaimed,

dazzled at such a prospect ;

"
you cannot mean it."

" It is precisely because I mean it that I tell you, and

repeat it again: you will clear one hundred thousand

francs by your trip. Add to this, the advantage of

having seen a splendid country, and being received

with all the attention due to an artist of your merit.

VOL. II. D
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You will then return to your impatient spectators,

whose curiosity, heightened by their long privation,

will produce you receipts far more brilliant than any

you might have expected by remaining in Paris."

Being little conversant at that period with theatrical

matters, and having no reason to doubt the honesty of

my eloquent
"
humbugger," I easily believed his fine

promises. The chink of one hundred thousand francs

still ringing in my ears fascinated me
;
and I gave way

unconsciously to the same mode of reasoning the ink-

stand inventor had employed.
"
And, really," I said to myself,

"
supposing, for in-

stance, that
"

And, leaping from supposition to

supposition, my calculations exceeded those of the

agent. But, in order to be reasonable, I concluded,

like my friend the inventor, in this way :
"
Well, to

prevent any misunderstanding, suppose we say only

fifty thousand francs surely nobody can accuse me

with exaggeration."

Though dazzled by this brilliant calculation, I strove

to conceal my desire of accepting the offer.

" It is all very well," I said, in my turn, after the

style of a perfect man of business,
" but what are the

conditions?"
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"Oh, most simple!" the crafty fellow said; "the

same as are made with all distinguished artists.

Monsieur X will pay all the expenses, but to cover

those, he will deduct three hundred francs from the

gross receipts, exclusive of the claim of the poor, and

the rest will be fairly divided between him and your-

self."

"
Still, I should like to know how much the sum to

be divided will amount to?"

" How is it possible to say?' the agent exclaimed,

with an aspect of the greatest sincerity.
" With such

success as awaits you, it will be enormous."

In spite of my pressing, the agent always entrenched

himself in his exclamations, and the impossibility of

making such an estimate. Tired of the struggle, I

at length formed my decision.

"I will go to Brussels," I said, in a resolute

tone.

The theatrical agent immediately drew from his

pocket a printed form, which he had brought in case

of our coming to terms, and we had only to add the

stipulations to it.

" Tell me, sir," the manager's representative said, in

a conscientious tone,
" will you have any objection to

D2
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a forfeit of six thousand francs? As the engagement

is reciprocal, you must find this but fair."

I only saw in the agent's request a very natural

desire to defend his employer's interests; and I drew

this conclusion from it : if the agreement was advan-

tageous for the manager, it must be equally so for me,

as we were to share the receipts. I consented to the

clause, and affixed my signature. The agent could not

repress his satisfaction, but he cleverly ascribed it to

the interest he felt in me.

"I congratulate you sincerely on the engagement

you have just made," he said, as he offered me his

hand ;

"
you will soon be able to tell me of the results

jou will draw from it. By the way," he added, in a

friendly tone, after a pause,
" will you now permit me

to give you a piece of advice ?"

"
Certainly, sir certainly."

" I would recommend you, then, to take a collection

x)f showy bills and posters with you to Belgium.

They do not know how to get them up in Brussels,

-and they will produce a prodigious effect. It would

be also as well to have a handsome lithograph,

representing your stage; it can be put up in the

various picture-shops, and you will obtain increased

publicity."
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These counsels, and the familiar, almost protecting,

tone in which they were given, appeared to me strange ;

and I could not refrain from expressing my surprise to

the man of business.

" What need of all these precautions ? I fancied 1

understood you that
"

" Good gracious me ! all professionals are alike," the

giver of advice interrupted me; "absorbed in their

art, they understand nothing of business. But, tell me,

Monsieur Robert-Houdin, would you feel annoyed

at netting one hundred and fifty thousand francs, in-

stead of the one hundred thousand I promised you ?"

" On my word, no," I said, with a smile; "and I

confess that, far from feeling vexed, I should be very

pleased at it."

"
Well, then, the more you make yourself known r

the more you will add to the amount I stated."

"But I thought that notoriety was generally the

business of managers."

"Certainly, ordinary publicity, but not extraor-

dinary. You must see that is unlikely, as it will be

all for your advantage."

Though little conversant with business, as the agent

had just remarked, I saw that his arguments were not

always in accordance with logic. However, I con-
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sented to the posters and the lithograph, in considera-

tion of the promised results.

"That is right," the agent said, his familiarity

sensibly increasing since the signature of the contract

" that is right : that is what I call managing things

properly."

And my man left me, after complimenting me once

more on the arrangement I had made.

When left to myself, I indulged at my ease in

day-dreams about the magnificent result promised

me, and this anticipated joy was probably all I tasted

from the moment of signing this engagement to its

termination. The first unpleasantness it occasioned

me was a slight discussion with my cashier, that is to

say, my wife, who, in consideration of her employment,

had a deliberative voice in all theatrical matters. I

could not certainly have found an employe of greater

probity, or a more devoted clerk, but I am bound to

say that this clerk, probably through her intimate

connexion with her employer, sometimes ventured

to contradict him. Thus I fared when I described

to that functionary the brilliant perspective of my

agreement.

Although I finished my statement with this har-
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monious phrase, on every word of which I laid a

heavy stress, in order to give it more value,
" and we

shall return to France with one hundred thousand

francs clear profit," my wife, or rather my cashier,

coolly said to me :

"
Well, in your place, I should not have made such

a bargain."

"But why not?" I said, piqued by this unexpected

opposition.

" Why ? because nothing guarantees you the pro-

mised profits, while you are perfectly certain as to your

expenses."

Wishing to cut short a discussion from which I did

not see my way out with honour :

" Women are all alike," I said, employing the phrase

of the theatrical agent ;

"
understanding nothing of

business, they oppose one out of obstinacy. But," I

added, tossing my head,
" we shall soon see which of

us is in the right."

I confess that in this instance I allowed myself too

easily to be led astray by flattering illusions; but I

must add, that it was for the last^time ; for, thenceforth,

I was so sceptical as regarded calculations, that my mo-

dest expectations always remained below the reality.
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The period for starting soon arrived, and we made

our preparations with incredible activity, for I desired

to lose as little time as possible between the closing of

my performances at Paris and their commencement in

Brussels.

The Great Northern line not being open at that

period, I was obliged to content myself with a post-

chaise. Consequently, I hired from a builder of public

conveyances, for two hundred francs a month, a dili-

gence which had formerly been used in the environs ot

Paris
;

it was composed of a coupe and a vast rotonde,

over which was an imperiale for the luggage. On the

25th of May, the day fixed for our departure, my

carriage was loaded with an immense number of

chests, containing my apparatus, and after we had

taken our places, the postilion's whip cracked, and we

started.

We took with us on this trip, besides my two boy&

who performed with me, a manager, a workman, also

acting as servant, and my wife's mother, who came

partly for pleasure, and partly to help her daughter in

her theatrical details. Galloping through Paris, we

soon left the Faubourg and the Barriere St. Denis be-

hind us. .The weather was splendid a perfect spring
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evening ; my wife and I, with the children, were com-

fortably established in the coupe, and as it was Madame

Robert-Houdin's firstjourney, she was so delighted with

it, that I believe, if I had then offered her the calcula-

tion of my presumed profits, she would probably have

herself augmented it. For my own part, I was plunged

in a delicious reverie. I recalled my journey with

Torrini, and while giving a thought of regret to that

excellent friend, I compared his carriage with my
brilliant equipage, his modest claims on fortune with

the magnificent prospects promised me; and I could

not help yielding to a feeling of noble pride when I

remembered I owed this position solely to my labour

and to my energy. Then, finding myself freed from

the annoyance of any theatrical administration, and

my inventive ideas abandoned, I experienced an unde-

finable comfort, and were it not for the fear of making

a pun, I would add, at this moment I was really trans-

ported.

What would I have given to see myself thus

bowling along in my own carriage ! I fancied that

the very passers-by regarded us with a certain degree

of satisfaction; and in this infantile illusion I smiled

upon them most benignantly.
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At some distance from the barrier we stopped.

" Will you please to get out and have your carriage

weighed ? Here is the office."

" Before proceeding to weigh," the receiver of the

toll said, approaching me,
" I warn you that I shall

summons you for carrying a heavier weight than the

law allows."

I could not appeal to my ignorance of this, for no

one ought to be ignorant of the law ;
I therefore sub-

mitted philosophically enough to the threatened sum-

mons, and we soon recommenced our journey, laughing

heartily at the incident. The shades of night began

to cover the country when we reached the environs of

Senlis. An old beggar, seeing us approaching, held

out his hat; I understood this expressive gesture, and

had the satisfaction of doing a clever trick and a good

action at the same time; for I threw out a penny,

which fell in his hat.

I had hardly executed this adroit manoeuvre, when

cries of "Stop! stop!" reached my ear; and at the

same time I saw the old man running panting after

the carriage, and shouting. The postilion at length

stopped the horses, and he was just in time a few

paces further on, and our heavy carriage would have
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been upset. The worthy beggar had perceived that

one of our wheels was on the point of losing its tire,

and as the old man in his haste had lost his coin, and

was beginning to look for
it, I spared him this trouble

by giving him a five-franc piece.

How true it is that an act of kindness is never

lost: to a simple penny we owed our escape from an

accident, the consequences of which would have been

incalculable. A neighbouring cartwright soon came

up and told us it was necessary to have the two wheels

of the carriage repaired ;
and he gave us the following

explanation of the accident that had occurred :

The diligence had been standing for a long time in

a damp coach-house, and the felloes had swollen. The

heat produced by our rapid locomotion had dried

them, and they had caught fire under the tire. The

operation lasted four hours, and cost me forty francs;

this was, perhaps, twenty more than it was worth,

but what could I do but pay, as I should have lost

precious time by appealing to the law?

I was beginning to understand that travelling im-

pressions in a diligence are not at all of a nature to

enrich a traveller; but the reflection came too late, and

I could only continue my journey. I, therefore, did
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so, not very gaily, perhaps, but at any rate with a

degree of careless resignation.

I will pass over the details of a thousand petty

miseries we had to undergo, like so many pin-pricks

echeloned on our passage to prepare us for more bitter

deceptions. We at length reached Quievrain, the

frontier town of Belgium, where we were to give up

our horses and put our carriage on the railway running

to Brussels; beforehand, however, we had to endure

the formalities of the custom-house.

I hoped, as the theatrical agent had informed me, to

pass all my traps summarily, by declaring the nature of

my apparatus, and hence I went to the office and made

my declaration.

" There is only one way of passing your luggage,

sir," a clerk said to me, very politely. (Belgian offi-

cials are generally very gentle and civil at least, I

always found them so.)

"Then," I replied, in the same tone, "will you

have the kindness, sir, to tell me the way, that I may

profit by it as speedily as possible ?"

"You must unpack your instruments, put an ad

valorem duty on them, which the comptroller will

verify, and pay 25 per cent, on the amount, after

which you can start as soon as you please."



A CONTRETEMPS. 45

"
But, sir, that is not possible," I said, greatly an-

noyed at this contretemps.

And why not?"

" Because my instruments are not merchandise."

I then explained to my clerk that I was going to

Brussels to give some performances, after which I

intended to return to France with the same luggage.

According to the information the official gave me, it

seems I had neglected to fulfil a simple formality,

through the want of which the office at Quievrain

would not let me go on without payment. To pass my
instruments duty free, I ought to have applied to the

Belgian Minister, who would willingly have granted

me the permission. I could certainly do so still, but I

could not receive an answer under a week, and that

was just three days after the period fixed for my com-

mencing at Brussels.

Hence I found myself between the horns ofa dilemma.

I must either, after paying a heavy duty, lose precious

time in packing, valuing, and unpacking my in-

struments, or forfeit six thousand francs to my

manager while awaiting a ministerial reply. Al-

though I made all sorts of supplications to the

different customs officials, I could only obtain this
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answer, dictated by their inflexible orders,
" We can

do nothing."

I was in despair ;
in vain, conforming to the maxim,

" It is better to address the king than his officials," I

pursued the director himself with my entreaties; he

would not hear a word. He was a stout, good-looking

man, of some fifty years of age, dressed in an enormous

paletot, much resembling in cut the one I have de-

scribed as my costume when learning my sleight-of-

hand tricks at Tours.

We were both standing at the door of the custom-

house, near the high road, where my chests had been

deposited. Wearied with listening to my eternal

remonstrances, the director began talking to me about

indifferent matters; but I always led the conversation

back to the same subject.

" You are a prestidigitator, then ?" my stout Belgian

said to me, laying a stress on this word, to prove to me

that he knew the pompous title by which the juggler

is distinguished.

"
Yes, sir, that is my profession."

"Ah, ah! very good; I know several celebrities in

that art. I have even witnessed their performances

with a great deal of pleasure."
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While my amateur was thus talking, an idea oc-

curred to me, which I immediately put in execution,

for I trusted the result of it would powerfully aid in

favouring my entreaties.

" What are your most striking tricks ?" the stout

man added, in the tone of a perfect connoisseur.

" I really cannot describe them to you, it would be

too difficult. There is one which can only be appre-

ciated when seen
;
but I can easily give you a spe-

cimen."

" I should much like it, if you would," the official

said, not sorry thus to console himself for the trouble I

had caused him. My son, at this moment, was play-

ing some distance off on the high road, and kicking a

pebble about.

"Emile!" I cried, hailing him, "can you tell us

what this gentleman has in his pocket ?"

"Certainly!" the boy replied, without leaving off

his game ;

" he has a blue-striped handkerchief."

"
Oh, oh !" the stout gentleman said, with an air of

astonishment. Then he recovered, and putting his hands

in both pockets to conceal their contents,

" That's all very good !" he added, with an air of

doubt; "but chance may have aided that discovery."



48 MEMOIRS OF ROBERT-HOUDIN.

After a slight pause, during which, he seemed con-

siderably bothered, he continued:

" Can he tell me, though, what is under the hand-

kerchief?"

" The gentleman asks what is under the handker-

chief?" I shouted to my son.

" There is," he replied, in the same loud voice,
" a

green morocco spectacle case, without the spectacles."

" That's really curious very curious !" said the man

of the paletot.
"
But," he added, shrugging his shoul-

ders,
" I should much like him to mention the article

under the spectacle case."

And my incredulous friend shoved his hands in his

pockets. I drew a good omen from this last excla-

mation, and so, desirous to ensure my success, I took

my precautions that my son should answer correctly,

and I transmitted him the question just asked me.

Emile, who had not left off his game for a moment,

exclaimed, as if anxious to get rid of us,
" It is a piece

of sugar which the gentleman saved from his cup of

coffee."

" Ah ! that is too fine !" the director exclaimed, in

a tone of admiration
;

" the lad is a sorcerer."

My second-sight performance was at an end
;

still I
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saw with pleasure that it produced a lively impression

on the director of the customs, who, after some mo-

ments' reflection, himself returned to the subject we had

left.

"
Come, sir," he remarked,

" I will infringe my

regulations for your sake. We will not open your

chests; I will rely on your statement of their con-

tents and value, and you will pay the duty according

to the tariff. When you have reached Brussels, and

have obtained the ministerial authority to introduce

your instruments duty free, I will return you the money

you have paid."

I thanked my new protector, and, a few hours later,

personnel and luggage had reached the station at

Brussels.

Before leaving Quievrain for ever, I will give my
reader an idea of the conjuring trick which en-

abled me to produce those startling instances of second

sight to which I owed my deliverance.

I have already said that the director wore a pa-

letot, with large pockets, so, profiting by the art by

which I had so cleverly emptied Comte's pockets some

time before, I found out what he had in them, and my
son consequently learned it from me. As for the piece
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of sugar, it was easy enough to perceive by its regular

shape that it had come from a cafe besides, I could

have no doubt that a lump of sugar, taken from the

pocket of a man of fifty, and, above all, a Belgian,

must be saved from his after-dinner coffee.

At the Brussels station, a postilion who had three

horses out of work, offered to take our heavy carriage

to the Tirlemont Hotel, and I consented, for I really

knew not what hotel to go to. After driving through

the city at full speed, we entered a winding street, in

the midst of which our driver began smacking his

whip loudly to announce our arrival, and with the

skill of a practised driver, he turned into an archway

that opened on to the hotel yard. We made a princely

entree here, which reminded me of our departure

from Paris, for the master of the hotel, his wife,

and the servants, were all at their posts ready to re-

ceive us worthily. We had gone safely through about

half the narrow entry, when our vehicle suddenly

stopped, as if riveted to the pavement : blows fell like

hail on the unhappy steeds, but these, though ac-

companied by vigorous oaths and stimulants of

every description, could not conquer the unknown

obstacle.
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Being quite convinced that the road was clear on

either side, our postilion decided on trying a final

effort : so he got down rapidly from his seat, took the

horses by the bit, and drew them forward sharply.

The carriage appeared to yield to this powerful at-

traction, and began to move slowly. All at once a

sound of breaking was heard, while at the same mo-

ment cries of alarm issued from both compartments

of the carriage.

The doors were hurriedly opened, women and chil-

dren emerged, and the last of our party was still on

the step, when the imperiale gave way, and the nu-

merous heavy trunks crashed into the centre of the

carriage. In the emotion produced by such danger, I

looked round my party, and, thanks to Heaven, we

were all safe and sound.

My wife and children were carefully attended to,

while I, though not entirely recovered from my terror,

sought the cause of this unforeseen catastrophe. 1

soon discovered that our carriage, being too highly

loaded, had caught in the projecting sides of the arch-

way, and that this gradual and powerful pressure had

forced the mouldering framework of our old vehicle

to give way.

E 2



62 MEMOIRS OF ROBERT-HOUDIN.

In comparison with the misfortune from which we

had so miraculously escaped, the injury to the car-

riage was an accident of no importance a loss which

would be quickly forgotten in the success that awaited

us. The carriage was sent to be repaired, and the

accident was soon a thing of the past, as we sought

to recover from the fatigue of our long and wearying

journey.

My first walk in Brussels led me straight to the

manager, who appeared delighted at my keeping my

word, $nd gave me a most polite reception: thence, I

proceeded to the Park Theatre, where I was to give

my performances.

This building, lately destroyed by fire, was] situated

on one of the most agreeable sites in the city, for it

formed the angle of a magnificent park, which is to

Brussels what the Tuileries are to Paris.

During the summer no theatrical performance took

place, and it was to fill up this gap that the engage-

ment had been formed with me.

This theatre .was city property, and I learned the

fact in the following way. The porter, whom the

manager ought to have recommended to give me all

necessary information, stated to me that he was at-
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tached to the theatre, both as keeper and head ma-

chinist. He also told me, with pedantic gravity, that

I could not drive in a nail, form an opening in the

stage, or, in a word, make the slightest change, until

he, as responsible official, had referred the point to the

city architect.

" Such supervision is not possible," I said to this

important personage.
" How do you manage, then,

when the theatrical performances are on ?
"

"
Ah, that is different. As the architect places con-

fidence in me, he allows me to do whatever I think

proper, and I am responsible for everything."
" If that is all, I can take the responsibility on

myself, and the matter can be settled at once."

" If you think so," the porter replied, in an ironical

tone, "you can apply to the city authorities: the

council will take it into consideration, and you will

receive permission in a fortnight."

I saw that the crafty gentleman wished to force

himself upon me, but I soon destroyed his hopes by

making him understand I would allow no stranger to

be initiated into my mysterious arrangements.

This conversation had taken place on the stage, by

the light of a candle which the conservator of the
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royal theatre held in his hand, but so soon as I had

intimated my intention of doing without him, he

turned on his heel and retired to his den, leaving

us in perfect darkness.

"Wait a moment, sir," I cried to him; "we

cannot be groping about in this way; so, open the

windows."

" Windows !

"
the machinist said, with a laugh ;

" who ever heard of windows in a theatre? What use

would they be when the rehearsals always take place

by candlelight?"

"Excellently reasoned, my worthy man," I replied,

checking my inclination to laugh ;

" I always thought

like you that windows could be done without if you

had lights, but when you have no lights
"

"Why, then, you do as I do, you go money in

hand to the grocer's and buy candles; I see no difficulty

in that."

And, while making this reply, the porter and his

candle were gradually eclipsed. I had no time to

lose in arguing, and besides, this man, whom I would

have gladly brought to his senses under other circum-

stances, might play me some trick that might prevent

me performing mine. My instruments would remain,.
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so to speak, at his mercy during the night, and he

would have all possible facility to do me some injury,

which he could deny in safety. Hence, I sent my
servant straight to the grocer's, that natural providence

of any one who wants a light.

All my readers have probably read descriptions of

theatrical interiors, and they are all much alike, al-

though their cleanliness and arrangement vary accord-

ing to the intelligence of the stage-manager. Nor is

the same luxury of decorations and accessories visible

in all theatres; some are literally encumbered with

them, while others are almost entirely wanting in these

qualities.

I remember that, when giving a dozen perform-

ances at Chester, I found the theatrical decorations

charmingly original. Properly speaking, there was

only one scene ; but, as it would have been impossible

to produce the scenic effect with this, the machinist

had very cleverly painted a forest on the back, and the

scene moved on a pivot, which my friend turned by

the aid of a winch, and thus could display a hall or

a forest at will.

With such feeble resources, the scenic illusion was

often compromised, but, according to the machinist,
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the actors corrected any glaring anachronisms of place

by ingenious new readings, and sometimes, too, by the

expression of their faces.

This machinist was like his scenery, for he filled

many parts; he was in turn porter, painter, wig-

maker, property man, tailor, and ticket-taker; but with

so many strings to his bow this worthy man found

himself out of work during three parts of the year, for

during that period there were no performances at

Chester.

But to return to the porter, machinist, and keeper

of the Park Theatre. This man could never forgive my
refusal of his services, and his impertinence and ill-will

pursued me to the close, and occasioned me continual

annoyance ;
and although I complained to the manager,

I could obtain no redress. The porter, being paid by

government, claimed the right, like his brethren the

porters of Paris, of making his tenants feel his power

and his independence.

I have performed in many royal theatres, but I never

had to deal with any but most polite machinists and

managers, who could flatter themselves theywere masters

in their own house.

However, I managed to surmount difficulties of every
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description, and the day of my first representation

arrived.

On this very day was opened that fiery furnace which

was called "the summer of 1846;" and the heat was

astounding. Still, the theatre was full, and the success

of my experiments was as great as I could desire. The

second sight, especially, produced an enthusiasm which

the generally cold inhabitants of Brussels expressed by

noisy bravos.

I was proud and happy, for, in addition to the satis-

faction success always produces, I foresaw the realisa-

tion of the theatrical agent's brilliant promises. Thus,

to take a slight revenge for my cashier's obstinacy, I

never failed, each time I left the stage, to say to her in

a tone of triumph :

" Well ! do you believe in the one hundred thou-

sand francs now ? That's how I like business."

And I returned on the stage with a smiling and ani-

mated face.

The performance over, the curtain fell on the illu-

sions I had produced, as well as on those I had nursed

as to my receipts. They were equally ephemeral in

either case, for I had scarcely left the stage when I saw

my manager coming towards me in the attitude once
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assumed by the steeds of Hippolytus, according to

Theramene's recital. He, so joyous at the commence-

ment of the performance,

L'oeil morne maintenant et la tgte baissee,

Semblait se conformer a sa triste pensee.

^Here, sir," he said, pointing to a small rouleau,

"
is your share."

" What ! my share?" I exclaimed, in a tone of inde-

scribable disappointment; "and the rest?"

" The rest, sir, has gone in the expenses, and the

poor-rate."

" But the rest," I still insisted " the rest, what has

become of it ?
"

"
Well, sir," my manager replied, in a lamentable

tone,
" the cashier states that the greater part of the

audience received free admissions."

Irritated by such an explanation, I hurried to the

office, and opened and closed the door violently. The

employe turned towards me, and without being affected

by my abruptness, he bowed to me politely (another

instance of Belgian courtesy).

" How is it," I said, without replying to his bow,
" that so many free admissions were given without

my sanction ?
"
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"
They were given, sir, by the manager's orders,"

the man replied, with a calmness that made me believe

he was used to such scenes,
" and you must be aware,"

he added, in a conciliatory tone,
" that there are

numerous claims on the first night of a new perform-

ance at a royal theatre. Thus we have, for instance,

the authorities, the city architect, the manager of the

gas company, the newspaper writers, the manager's

relations and friends, the police inspector, who has a

right to a box
;
and all these gentlemen, as you may

suppose, bring their families with them. We have,

again
"

"
Oh, sir," I replied, ironically,

" for goodness' sake,

stop, for if you go on at that rate I shall begin to

fear you had not a seat left for the paying public.

To-morrow, I presume, I shall have to hand you back

the modest sum you have just sent me. However, I

shall certainly insist on an explanation with the

manager."

The next day I proceeded to call on M. X y

with the firm intention of evincing to him my dis-

satisfaction; but he was so ready with his explana-

tions that I could not be angry, and we ended by

agreeing that, henceforth, all free admissions should
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have my signature, and that they should not be dis-

pensed quite so liberally.

This measure, perhaps, checked some new abuses,

but was not enough to suppress them all, for though

the theatre grew more and more crowded, my strong-

box did not follow the same progression.

Far from netting the fabulous sum which had so

dazzled me, I only brought back from my trip to

Brussels an illusion dispelled and experience, while,

as my cashier had predicted, my expenses rather more

than balanced my receipts.

I have great reason for believing that, during my

stay at the Park Theatre, I was cheated out of my

proper share. It was my first affair of the kind, and

I was obliged to study at my own expense ; but, from

that period, I was on my guard, and evaded every

attempt at fraud. I will add, too, that at a later date

I had the satisfaction of dealing only with managers

of well-known probity, to whom I gave my entire

confidence without ever having any reason to re-

gret it.
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CHAPTER ill.

Reopening of my Fantastic Soirees Minor Miseries of Good Luck

Inconvenience of a small Theatre My Room taken by Storm A
gratuitous Performance A conscientious Audience Pleasant Story

about a Black Silk Cap I perform at the Chateau of St. Cloud

Cagliostro's Casket Holidays.

THE recommencement of the performances on my
own stage largely recompensed me for my bitter im-

pressions de voyage. My room was taken a week

beforehand for my first performance, as well as for

the following, and I had to send away four times as

many persons as I could receive.

This success had been foreseen by the theatrical

agent, and I owed it as much to my absence from the

capital as to the attraction rny experiments held out.

My repertory was still a novelty to the Parisian public,

as I had started for Brussels at the height of my
success. This did not prevent me, however, from.
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offering some new tricks, one of which more especially

produced a striking effect.

After my son had mounted on a very small table,

I covered him with an enormous stuff cone, which

concealed him from sight, and then, at the sound of a

pistol, the cone was thrown over, and at the same

instant the lad appeared at my side. Afterwards, in

large theatres, and specially in London, this trick was

improved upon, and seemed more marvellous still.

Instead of appearing by my side, the boy was instan-

taneously transported to a box at a long distance from

the stage, where everybody could easily see him.

It is a well-known fact that a man cannot enjoy

perfect happiness in this world, and that the greatest

prosperity has its disagreeable side
; this is what is

called " the minor evils of good luck." One of my
special annoyances was having a room much too small,

which disabled me from satisfying all the demands

made for places, and, though I racked my brain, I

could hit on no expedient to remedy this incon-

venience.

As I have already said, my room was often taken

beforehand; in that case the office was not opened, and

a placard on the door announced it was useless for any
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non-holders of tickets to apply. But it daily happened

that persons, annoyed at being unable to enjoy a pro-

mised treat, took no heed of the notice and went

straight to the pay place. On being refused admission,

they abused the money-taker, and still more the

management.

These complaints were generally absurd, and of the

following description:

" Such an abuse is most improper," one of these

disappointed persons said, with great simplicity ;

" I will

certainly go to-morrow and complain to the prefect of

police, and we shall see whether Monsieur Robert-

Houdin has a right to have too small a theatre.
'

When these recriminations went no further, I

confess I laughed at them, but they did not always

end in such a pacific manner. My employes were

sometimes personally attacked, and on one occasion

my theatre was taken by storm. The story is worth

telling :

One evening a dozen young men, after heating their

brains by an excellent dinner, presented themselves at

the door of my theatre ;
the notice they read only

appeared to them an excellent jest. Consequently,

paying no attention to the observations made to them,
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they collected round the door, and, to employ the

usual expression in such cases, they began to form

" the head of the tail." Other visitors, encouraged

by their example, collected, and gradually a consider-

able crowd assembled in front of the theatre.

The manager, informed of what was happening,

came forward, and prepared to address the crowd from

the head of the stairs, after coughing to render his

voice clearer. But he had scarce commenced his ad-

dress, when his voice was drowned by derisive laughter

and shouts, which compelled his silence. In his

despair, he came to tell me the dilemma, and ask what

he had better do.

" Do not disturb yourself," I said
;

"
all will end

better than you expect. Stay," I added, looking at

my watch; "it is now half-past seven, and the ticket-

holders will begin to arrive
; so, open the doors, and,

as soon as the room is full, the public outside will be

compelled to abandon the ground."

I had scarcely uttered the words, when a servant

came in all haste to tell me that the crowd had broken

down the barrier, and rushed into the room. I hastened

on to the stage, and, through the hole in^the curtain,

could assure myself of the truth of the statement : the

room was full.
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I confess I was much embarrassed as to what I

should do. To have the room cleared by the neigh-

bouring guard was a scandal I wished to avoid, and I

could not calculate the consequences. Besides, if the

police interfered, I should have to attend at the court,

and thus lose precious time. Lastly, the Prefecture,

which had hitherto imposed but a single sentry on me,

would not fail to send a corporal's guard, at least, to

the great increase of my daily expenses.

I immediately formed a decision.

" Have the doors closed," I said to my manager,
<{ and put up a notice that, owing to a sudden indis-

position, the evening's performance is postponed till

to-morrow. As this measure applies to the ticket-

holders, be in readiness to return the money to those

who will not exchange their tickets. As for me," I

continued,
" I have made up my mind. I will give a

gratis performance, and my revenge will consist in

compelling the public to be ashamed of the schoolboy

trick they have played."

This plan arranged, I prepared to do the honours of

my house properly, and the curtain soon rose.

When I appeared on the stage, I noticed that the

greater number of the spectators evinced considerable
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embarrassment; still, I soon put them at their ease

by the nonchalant air I assumed, as if ignorant ofwhat

had occurred. I did even more. I performed with

an unusual amount of dash
;
and when the time arrived

to offer my small presents, I was so liberal with them

that not a single spectator was overlooked.

I need not say that I was heartily applauded. The

public vied with me in "
reciprocating" compliments,

and thus hoped to compensate me for the annoyance

they fancied they had caused me.

An original and extremely comic scene was per-

formed when my audience lingeringly departed.

Nearly all the persons present had only seen in this

assault on my room a means to obtain places, and

each intended to pay for his seat after having occu-

pied it.

But, for my part, I determined on maintaining the

original character of my gratuitous performance, even

if my pocket suffered. Thus, foreseeing this feeling of

delicacy, I had ordered all my attendants to leave

before the performance was over, and they had obeyed

me so well, that manager, money-taker, and box-

openers had disappeared.

I then posted myself where I could see everything
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without being noticed. The spectators looked for the

office; searched all around to find some official; thrust

their hands in their pockets, and collected in small

groups, until, worn out, they went away.

Still, the public would not allow themselves to be

beaten, and for several days I had a regular procession

of people coming to pay their debt. Some persons

added their apologies, and I also received by post a

note for 100 fr., with the following letter:

"
SIR, Having been dragged into your room last

night by a party of thoughtless young men, I tried in

vain, after the performance, to pay for the seat I had

occupied.

" I do not wish, however, to quit France without

paying the debt I have contracted. In consequence,

estimating the price of my stall by the pleasure you

caused me, I send you a hundred-franc note, which I

beg you to accept in payment of the debt I involun-

tarily contracted.

"
Still, I should not consider myself out of your

debt were I not also to offer you my compliments for

your interesting performance, and beg you to accept,

sir, the assurance of my consideration."

F2
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As the loss entailed on me by the assault on my
room was light, I had no cause to repent the decision

I had formed. On the other hand, the adventure

became known, and added still more to my credit, as

it is notorious the public prefer going to theatres where

they are certain of finding no room.

As a general rule, family parties came to see me, but

it was not unusual for a number of persons to form a

rendezvous at my theatre. The following incident

will offer an instance :

,**,.

The ingenious author of those eccentric caricatures,

which delight everybody who is not himself attacked,

Dantan the younger, came one day to my box-

office.

"
Madam," he said to the lady in command,

" how

many stalls have you to let?"

" I will consult my book," the lady replied.
" Do

-you wish them for to-night?"
"
No, madam, for this day week."

"
Oh, in that case, you can have as many as you

like."

"
How, as many as I like ? Why, your room must be

made of india-rubber?"

"
No, sir, I merely mean to say that of fifty stalls I

f



DANTAN, THE SCULPTOR. 69

liave at my disposal, you can take as many as you

please."

"
Very good, madam, I now understand," Dantan

continued, laughingly;
"
then, if I can have as many

as I please, have the goodness to keep me sixty."

The lady, much embarrassed to solve this problem,

sent for me, and I easily arranged the affair by convert-

ing the first pit row into stalls.

The reason why the sculptor required so many seats

was as follows :

Dantan, junior, has an enormous number of friends,

and the original idea had occurred to him of inviting a

certain number of them to Robert-Houdin's perform

ance, and for that purpose he had engaged these sixty

seats.

I have mentioned this incident, because it both proves

the renown my theatre enjoyed at that time, and re-

minds me of the commencement of one of the

most agreeable acquaintances I ever made in my life.

From this moment I became, and have always re-

mained, one of the intimate friends of the celebrated

sculptor.

Before knowing him personally, like the majority o

his admirers, I was unacquainted with his serious
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works, but when I was admitted to his studio, I could

appreciate the full extent of his talent.

Dantan has in this room, arranged on enormous

shelves, the most perfect collection of busts of con-

temporary celebrities. I do not think a single illus-

trious person of the age is missing. Each is properly

classified and arranged as in a museum ; monarchs and

statesmen, less numerous than the others, are collected

on one shelf;' then come authors, musicians, singers,

composers, physicians, warriors, dramatic artists in a

word, great men of every description and country. But

the most interesting thing in the gallery is that every

bust is accompanied by its caricature, so that, after ad-

miring the original, you laugh heartily at noticing all

the comic details of the other.

On seeing these numberless heads, it is difficult to

imagine that one man's life could suffice for such a

toil. Dantan, however, has a remarkable talent in

catching the characteristic features of a face, and often

enough he need only see a person once in order to

produce an extraordinary likeness. Witness the fol-

lowing fact, which I will cite as much for its sin-

gularity as because it bears an affinity, in some degree,

to sleight of hand :
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The son of Lieutenant-General Baron D came

one day to Dantan, begging him to make a bust of his

father.
" I will not hide from you," he 'said to the

artist,
" that you will encounter an almost insurmount-

able difficulty in performing your task. Not only

would the general never consent to sit to you, but you

cannot even be introduced to him at home. As my
father has been ill for many years, he sees no other

persons than his servants, and he keeps almost always

alone. Hence, you will have to manage to catch a

glimpse at him unawares, but I do not know how."

"Does your father never go out?" the sculptor

asked.

"Oh yes, sir; every afternoon at four my father

takes the 'bus and goes to read the papers at a room in

the Place de la Madeleine, after which he comes back

and shuts himself up again."

" I require no more," the artist said.
" I will begin

making my observations to-day, and set to work to-

morrow."

In fact, at four o'clock precisely, Dantan posted him-

self before a house forming the corner of the Boule-

vards and the Rue Louis-le-Grand, and soon saw the

general come out and walk to an omnibus. The



72 MEMOIRS OF ROBERT-HOUDIN.

sculptor followed his model and entered the vehicle

with him, but, unfortunately, the only two seats vacant

were on the same side, and the artist could only make

profile studies, being very careful not to attract atten-

tion.

At last the 'bus stopped before the Madeleine church
;

pursuer and pursued went in together to the same

reading-room, where each took up his favourite paper,

and was soon lost in the perusal.

Dantan had taken a seat opposite the general, and,

while apparently absorbed in a leader, took stealthy

glances at his model.

All was going on favourably, and the artist con-

tinued his studies quietly for some moments, until the

general, already surprised that his fellow-passenger

should come to the same reading-room, caught his eye

fixed upon himself.

Annoyed by this impertinent curiosity, for which

he could assign no reason, he attempted to foil it by

forming a rampart of his enormous paper.

The face of the old baron disappeared, but the top

of his head was still visible, and Dantan would have

been able to continue his task
satisfactorily, had it nc-t

been for a frightful silk cap he wore.



A CLEVER TRICK. 73

Many a conjuror, even the most famous, would have

been checked by such a difficulty ;
but Dantan did not

long rack his brains, which renders his trick only the

more striking.

He went up to the lady at the counter, spoke with

her for a few moments, and then quietly returned to

his post of observation.

It is necessary to state that the reading-room,

heated by a large stove, was already quite warm

enough ;
but suddenly an insupportable degree of heat

filled the room, and drops of perspiration stood on the

foreheads of several persons.

The general, who at this moment held the Gazette

des Tribunaux in his hand, and was doubtlessly

amusing himself with some lugubrious drama, was one

of the last to notice the heightened temperature. Even

he, though, at length found it necessary to remove his

silk cap, and put it in his pocket, growling,
" Confound

it,
how hot the room is !"

The trick was done.

The reader has already guessed that the clever

sculptor was the cause of this vapour-bath, which he

induced the lady to produce by explaining to her his

important mission.
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This result once obtained, Dantan hastily made his

phrenological studies on the venerable head of the old

warrior; then, rising from the table, he cast a final

glance over his features, photographed him, so to

speak, in his mind, and ran off to set to work.

A short time after, the sculptor sent the general's

family the most perfect bust possibly ever produced

by his chisel.

Here I will close the parenthesis I commenced with

reference to the evils the smallness of my theatre en-

tailed on me
;
and I will now begin another about the

pleasures my success procured me.

At the beginning of November, I received a " com-

mand" to St. Cloud, to give a performance before

Lo.uis Philippe and his family. I accepted the invita-

tion with the greatest pleasure ;
for as I had never yet

performed before a crowned head, this was an impor-

tant event for me.

I had six days before me to make my preparations,

and I took all possible pains, even arranging a trick

for the occasion, from which I had reason to expect

an excellent result.

On the day fixed for my performance, a fourgon

came at an early hour to fetch me and my apparatus,
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and we were conveyed to the chateau. A theatre had

been put up in a large hall selected by the king for

the representation, and in order that I might not be

disturbed in my preparations, a guard was placed at

one of the doors leading into the corridor. I also

noticed three other doors in this apartment ; one, com-

posed of glass, opened on to the garden opposite a

passage filled with splendid orange-trees; the two

others, to the right and left, communicated with the

apartments of the king and the Duchess of Orleans;

I was busy arranging my apparatus, when I heard

one of the doors I have just mentioned open quietly,

and directly a voice made the following inquiry in the

most affable manner :

" Monsieur Robert-Houdin, may I be permitted to

come in?"

I turned my head in the direction, and recognised

the king, who, having asked this question merely as a

form of introduction, had not waited for my reply to

walk towards me.

I bowed respectfully.

" Have you all you require for your preparations?"

the king asked me.

"
Yes, sire

;
the steward of the chateau supplied me
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with skilled workmen, who speedily put up this little

stage."

My tables, consoles, and tabourets, as well as thq.

various instruments for my performance, symmetri-

cally arranged on the stage, already presented an ele-

gant appearance.

(( This is all very pretty," the king said to me,

drawing near the stage, and casting a stealthy glance

on some of my apparatus;
" I see with pleasure that

the artist of 1846 will justify the good opinion pro-

duced by the mechanician of 1844."

"
Sire," I replied,

" on this day I will strive, as I

did two years ago, to render myself worthy of the

great favour your majesty deigns to bestow on me, by

witnessing my performance."

" Your son's second sight is said to be very sur-

prising," the king continued
;

" but I warn you,

Monsieur Robert-Houdin, to be on your guard, for we

intend to cause you considerable difficulties."

"
Sire," I replied, boldly,

" I have every reason for

believing that my son will surmount them."

" I should be vexed were it otherwise," the king

said, with a tinge of incredulity, as he retired.

"Monsieur Robert-Houdin," he added, as he closed
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the door after him,
" I shall feel obliged by your punc-

tuality."

At four o'clock precisely, when the royal family

and the numerous guests were assembled, the curtains

that concealed me opened, and I appeared on the stage.

Owing to my repeated performances, I had fortunately

acquired an imperturbable assurance and a confidence

in myself which the success of my experiments fully

justified.

I began in the most profound silence, for the party

evidently wished to see and judge before giving me

any encouragement. But, insensibly, they became

excited, and I heard several exclamations of surprise,

which were soon followed by still more expressive

demonstrations.

All my tricks were very favourably received, and

the one I had invented for the occasion gained me un-

bounded applause.

I will give a description of it :

I borrowed from my noble spectators several hand-

kerchiefs, which I made into a parcel, and laid on the

table. Then, at my request, different persons wrote on

cards the names of places whither they desired the

handkerchiefs to be invisibly transported.
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When this had been done, I begged the king to

take three of the cards at hazard, and choose from them

the place he might consider most suitable.

" Let us see," Louis Philippe said,
" what this one

says :
< I desire the handkerchiefs to be found beneath

one of the candelabra on the mantelpiece.' That is too

easy for a sorcerer
; so we will pass to the next card :

' The handkerchiefs are to be transported to the dome

of the Invalides.' That would suit me, but it is much

too far, not for the handkerchiefs, but for us. Ah, ah !"

the king added, looking at the last card,
" I am afraid,

Monsieur Robert-Houdin, I am about to embarrass you.

Do you know what this card proposes?"
" Will your majesty deign to inform me?"
" It is desired that you should send the handker-

chiefs into the chest of the last orange-tree on the right

of the avenue."

"
Only that, sire ? Deign to order, and I will

obey."

"Very good, then; I should like to see such a

magic act : I, therefore, choose the orange-tree chest."

The king gave some orders in a low voice, and I

directly saw several persons run to the orange-tree, in

order to watch it and prevent any fraud.
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I was delighted at this precaution, which must add

to the effect of my experiment, for the trick was

already arranged, and the precaution hence too late.

I had now to send the handkerchiefs on their

travels, so I placed them beneath a bell of opaque glass,

and taking my wand, I ordered my invisible travellers

to proceed to the spot the king had chosen.

I raised the bell; the little parcel was no longer

there, and a white turtle-dove had taken its place.

The king then walked quickly to the door, whence

he looked in the direction of the orange-tree, to

assure himself that the guards were at their post;

when this was done, he began to smile and shrug his

shoulders.

"Ah! Monsieur Robert-Houdin," he said, some-

what ironically,
" I much fear for the virtue of your

magic staff." Then he added, as he returned to the

end of the room, where several servants were standing,

" Tell William to open immediately the last chest at

the end of the avenue, and bring me carefully what he

finds there if he does find anything."

William soon proceeded to the orange-tree, and

though much astonished at the orders given him, he

began to carry them out.
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He carefully removed one of the sides of the chest,

thrust his hand in, and almost touched the roots of the

tree before he found anything. All at once he uttered

a cry of surprise, as he drew out a small iron coffer

eaten by rust.

This curious "find," after having been cleaned

from the mould, was brought in and placed on a small

ottoman by the king's side.

"
Well, Monsieur Robert-Houdin," Louis Philippe

said to me, with a movement of impatient curiosity,

" here is a box
;
am I to conclude it contains the hand-

kerchiefs?"

"
Yes, sire," I replied, with assurance,

" and they

have been there, too, for a long period."

" How can that be? the handkerchiefs were lent

you scarce a quarter of an hour ago."

" I cannot deny it, sire ; but what would my magic

powers avail me if I could not perform incompre-

hensible tricks? Your majesty will doubtlessly be still

more surprised, when I prove to your satisfaction that

this coffer, as well as its contents, was deposited in the

chest of the orange-tree sixty years ago."

" I should like to believe your statement," the king

replied, with a smile
;

" but that is impossible, and I

must, therefore, ask for proofs of your assertion."
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66 If your majesty will be kind enough to open this

casket, they will be supplied."

(S

Certainly; but I shall require a key for that."

" It only depends on yourself, sire, to have one.

Deign to remove it from the neck of this turtle-dove,

which has just brought it you."

Louis Philippe unfastened a ribbon that held a small

rusty key, with which he hastened to unlock the

coffer.

The first thing that caught the king's eye was a

parchment, on which he read the following state-

ment:

THIS DAY, THE GTH JUNE, 1786,

THIS IRON BOX, CONTAINING SIX HANDKER-

CHIEFS, WAS PLACED AMONG THE ROOTS OP AN

ORANGE-TREE BY ME, BALSAMO, COUNT OF CA-

GLIOSTRO, TO SERVE IN PERFORMING AN ACT OF

MAGIC, WHICH WILL BE EXECUTED ON THE SAME

DAY SIXTY YEARS HENCE BEFORE LOUIS PHILIPPE

OF ORLEANS AND HIS FAMILY.

" There is decidedly witchcraft about this," the king

said, more and more amazed. "
Nothing is wanting,

for the seal and signature of the celebrated sorcerer are

VOL. II. G
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placed at the foot of this statement, which, Heaven par-

don me, smells strongly of sulphur."

At this jest, the audience began to laugh.

"
But," the king added, taking out of the box a

carefully sealed packet,
" can the handkerchiefs by pos-

sibility be in this?"

"
Indeed, sire, they are

; but, before opening the

parcel, I would request your majesty to notice that it

also bears the impression of Cagliostro's seal."

This seal, once rendered so famous by being placed

on the celebrated alchemist's bottles of elixir and liquid

gold, I had obtained from Torrini, who had been an

old friend of Cagliostro's.

" It is certainly the same," my royal spectator an-

swered, after comparing the two seals. Still, in his

impatience to learn the contents of the parcel, the king

quickly tore open the envelope, and soon displayed

before the astounded spectators the six handkerchiefs

which, a few moments before, were still on my table.

This trick gained me lively applause, but in my
second sight, which was to terminate the performance,

I had really to sustain a terrible struggle, as the king

had warned me.

Among the objects handed me, there was, I remeni-
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ber, a medal, which it was expected would embarrass me.

Still, I had no sooner taken it in my hand than my
son described it in the following terms:

" It is," he said, confidently,
" a Greek medal of

bronze, on which is a word composed of six letters,

which I will spell: lamba, epsilon, mu, nu
y omicron,

sigma, which makes Lemnos?

My son knew the Greek alphabet; hence, he could

read the word Lemnos, although he could not possibly

have translated it.

This was in itself a severe trial for so young a lad
;

but it did not satisfy the royal family.

I was handed a small Chinese coin with a hole

through the centre, and its name and value were imme-

diately indicated
; and, lastly, a difficulty, from which I

managed to escape successfully, was the brilliant finale

of my performance.

I had been surprised to see the Duchess of Orleans,

who took a lively interest in the second sight, retire

to her apartments ;
but she soon returnee!, and handed

me a small case, the contents of which she wished

my son to describe, but I must be careful not to

open it.

I had foreseen this prohibition; so, while the prin-

G2
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cess was speaking to me, I opened the case with one

hand, and, by a rapid glance, satisfied myself as to its

contents. Still, I pretended for a moment to be

startled by the proposal, in order to produce a greater

effect.

"Your highness," I remarked, as I returned the

case,
" will allow me to appeal against such a pro-

posal, for ycju
must have remarked that, until now, I

required to see the object before my son could name

it."

" Yet you have surmounted greater difficulties,"

the amiable duchess retorted. "
However, if it is not

possible, let us say no more about it, for I should be

grieved to cause you any embarrassment."

" What your highness wishes is, I repeat, impossible;

and yet my son, feeling anxious to justify the confi-

dence you place in his clairvoyance, will attempt to

see through the case, and describe its contents."

" Can he do so even through my hands?" the duchess

continued, trying to conceal the case.

"
Yes, madam, and even if your highness were in

the next room, my son would be able to see it."

The duchess, declining the new trial I proposed, satis-

fied herself by questioning my son with her own lips.
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The boy, who had long received his instructions, re-

plied, without hesitation,
" There is in the case a

diamond pin, the stone being surrounded by a garter of

sky-blue enamel."

"That is perfectly correct," the duchess said, as

she showed the ornament to the king. "Judge for

yourself, sire;" then, turning to me, she added, with

infinite grace,
" Monsieur Robert-Houdin, will you

accept this pin in remembrance of your visit to St.

Cloud?"

I thanked her highness sincerely, as I assured her of

my gratitude.

The performance was over: the curtain fell, and, in

my turn, I was enabled to enjoy a curious scene at my
ease

;
it was to look through a small hole at my audience,

who had assembled in groups, and were talking about

the impression I had produced.

Before leaving the chateau, the king and queen

again sent me the most flattering messages by the

person charged to hand me a souvenir of their muni-

ficence.

This representation could not increase my reputation

that was not possible but it helped powerfully to

maintain it. My performance at St. Cloud, more espe-
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cially, created a sensation among the aristocracy, who,

until that moment, had hesitated about visiting my
small room. Their curiosity overcame other consi-

derations, and they came in their turn to assure

themselves of the reality of the marvels attributed

to me.

The summer heats were, however, beginning to be

felt : we had reached the commencement of July, and

I had to think about closing my theatre. However,

instead of running after fortune, as in the previous

year, I occupied myself with changing and improving

my performance. The task was heavy ;
for I was filled

with bold emulation, as I could not conceal from

myself that my success imposed certain duties on me?

and that, in order to keep it up, I must be constantly

deserving of it.

The most painful part of my inquiries was, that

my inventions must be completed by a certain day

and hour, for the reopening of my theatre was fixed

for the first of the next September, and, for many

reasons, I determined on being punctual.

For two months I worked with great ardour,

granting myself no rest or pleasure. Sometimes^

however, after dinner on Sunday, I allowed myself a
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recreation which may seem strange to many of my
readers : I went to the fairs round Paris, and studied

the mountebanks. There I amused myself, I may say,

as much as any of the spectators around me
; though

the pleasure I felt was not of the same nature as that

of my neighbours. I amused myself by seeing their

amusement, and nothing more; for any one who has

seen this style of spectacle must have noticed that the

mountebank gives his public very little for their money.

The best part of the sight is often seen outside.
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CHAPTER IV.

New Experiments Ae"rial Suspension, &c. A Performance at the

Ode'on A Friend in Need 1848 The Theatres deserted I leave

Paris for London Manager Mitchell Publicity in England The

Great Wizard A Butter-mould used as a Puff Singular Bills A
Prize for the best Pun.

INSTEAD of being able to recommence my per-

formances on the 1st of September, as I had hoped,

my compulsory holidays, which might be called my

"penal servitude," were prolonged another month,

and it was not till the 1st of October that I was pre-

pared to offer my new experiments to the public.

My pecuniary interests were much affected by this

delay, but I trusted, correctly enough, to the zeal of

the public to visit me, as a compensation.

My new repertory contained the Crystal Box, the

Fantastic Portfolio, the Trapeze Tumbler, the Garde
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Frangaise, the Origin of Flowers, the Crystal Balls,

the Inexhaustible Bottle, the Ethereal Suspension, &c.

I had devoted especial care to the last experiment,

on which I built great hopes. Surgery had supplied

me with the first idea of it.

It will be remembered that in 1847 the insensibility

produced by inhaling ether began to be applied in

surgical operations; all the world talked about the

marvellous effect of this anaesthetic, and its extraor-

dinary results. In the eyes of many people it seemed

much akin to magic.

Seeing that the surgeons invaded my domain, I

asked myself if this did not allow me to make reprisals.

I did so by inventing my ethereal suspension, which, I

believe, was far more surprising than any result ob-

tained by my surgical brethren.

The subject I intended to operate on was my

younger son, and I could not have selected one better

suited for the experiment. He was a stout lad of

about six years of age, and his plump and rosy face

was the picture of health. In spite of his youth, he

displayed the greatest intelligence in learning his part,

and played it with such perfection, that the most in-

credulous were duped.
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This trick was very much applauded, and I am

bound to say that my arrangements were excellently

made : this was the first time I tried to direct the surprise

of my spectators by gradually heightening it up to the

moment when, so to speak, it exploded.

I divided my experiment into three parts, each more

surprising than the former.

Thus, when I removed the stool from beneath the

child's feet, the public, who had smiled during the

preparations for the suspension, became thoughtful.

When I next removed one of the canes, exclama-

tions of surprise and fear were heard.

Lastly, at the moment when I raised my son to

an horizontal position, the spectators, at this unex-

pected result, crowned the experiment with hearty

applause.

Still, it sometimes happened that sensitive persons,

regarding the etherisation too seriously, protested in

their hearts against the applause, and. wrote me letters

in which they severely upbraided the unnatural father

who sacrificed the health of his poor child to the plea-

sures of the public. Some went so far as to threaten

me with the terrors of the law if I did not give up

my inhuman performance.

The anonymous writers of such accusations did not
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suspect the pleasure they caused me. After amusing

the family circle, I kept the letters preciously as

proofs of the illusion I had produced.

The fashion this performance raised could not sur-

pass that of the previous year : I could not expect any

other result than filling my theatre, and that occurred

every evening.

The royal family also wished to see my new experi-

ments
;
and for this purpose the whole room was taken

for the afternoon, so that my evening performances were

not interrupted.

This performance, which the Queen of the Belgians

witnessed with her family, was only so far peculiar,

that my little room was filled with exalted personages.

All the seats were occupied, for their majesties were

accompanied by their respective courts, and a great

number of ambassadors and royal dignitaries.

As I had reason to hope, my noble spectators were

satisfied, and deigned to thank me in person.

In the midst of this gentle satisfaction, I had every

reason to believe that I possessed the favour of the

public; I learned, though, at a heavy penalty, that even

if the favour of that sovereign may appear secured, a

trifle will cause it almost to expire.
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On the 18th of February, 1848, Madame Dorval

took her benefit at the Odeon, and I promised that

eminent actress to perform some of my tricks as an

interlude.

I was punctual to my appointment across the water
;

half-past eleven struck, when the curtain fell just prior

to my performance. As I had been ready to begin for

some time, ten minutes were sufficient to give a final

glance to my preparations.

My first care, on taking possession of the stage, had

been to conceal my operations from indiscreet eyes;

hence, I had dismissed everybody. Unfortunately, I

had not even made an exception in favour of the stage-

manager, and the sorrowful effects of this measure will

now be seen.

In most excellent humour, I ordered my servant to

give the three usual taps, and the orchestra began

playing while I walked to the side-scene, prior to

making my appearance. But at the moment the

curtain rose, I remembered I had forgotten one of my
"

accessories," and I ran to my dressing-room to fetch

it Unfortunately, in my hurry, I did not notice that

the machinist had inadvertently left a small trap open,

and my leg slipped into it up to the knee.
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The pain drew from me a sharp cry of distress; my
servant ran up, and he could only release me with some

difficulty. But I was in a sad state, for my trouser

was torn completely up, exposing my bleeding and

lacerated leg.

In this unhappy condition, I could not possibly

return to the stage; hence I looked around in search

of some one to announce to the public the accident

that had happened to me, but I could only see two

firemen. They would not do for so delicate a mission,

and although I had my servant, this worthy lad was a

negro with woolly head, blubber lips, and an ebony

skin, whose simple language would not have failed to

raise a laugh at my painful position.

The stage-manager alone could undertake the mis-

sion
;
but where should I find him ?

These reflections, prompt as lightning, were inter-

rupted by the commencement of a storm in the theatre
;

the public summoned me, for it must be remembered

the curtain had risen, and in the eyes of the public I

had missed my entrance
;
this was disrespect, and, there-

fore, unpardonable !

My negro, without caring for what was passing

elsewhere, tore up his handkerchief and mine, and
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bound my wound witli considerable skill. This did

not prevent me suffering severe pain, but I soon expe-

rienced a torture a thousand-fold greater when I heard

a violent storm burst out in the house. The public,

who had begun by stamping, were now hissing,

shouting, and yelling in all the discordant tones of

dissatisfaction.

Overcoming my pain, I changed my trousers in

haste, and decided on going myself to describe my
accident. I therefore walked slowly to the door of

the stage, and I was just going to open it, when a

frightful noise turned me cold with terror, and checked

me. My heart failed me. Still, I put a stop to this.

66

Courage," I said to myself, with a supreme effort

66

courage !" and straightway throwing open the folding

doors, I walked on the stage.

I shall never forget my reception. On one hand,

cries, hisses, yells; on the other, clapping of hands and

applause, enough to wake the dead. The two parties

were apparently attempting to conquer each other in

making a noise.

Pale and trembling at such a rough reception, I

waited patiently for a moment when the combatants,

weaned with the contest, would allow me to explain my
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delay. This moment at length arrived, and I was

enabled to describe my painful adventure. My pale-

ness testified to the truth of my words. The public

allowed themselves to be disarmed, and hisses were no

longer mingled with the applause which greeted my

explanation.

Any one who knows the relief and comfort bravos

and hearty applause arouse in the heart of an actor,

will understand the sudden change they produced

in me. The blood rushed to my cheeks and re-

stored my colour, my strength returned, and, gpssessed

by fresh energy, I stated to the public that I found

myself so much recovered that I would go on with my

performance. I did so
;
and such was the power of

my excitement, that I scarce felt the pain produced

by my wound.

I have said that, on my appearance, I was saluted

by demonstrations ofa very different nature. Although

many of my spectators hissed, others applauded me.

Truth extorts a confession from me. I was supported

on this evening by an omnipotent protector.

This requires an explanation. Hence, that my
readers may solve the enigma, I am obliged to narrate

a slight anecdote :
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At the period when I invented my experiment of

second sight, several Parisian managers proposed to

me to perform, as an interlude, in their theatres, but I

had refused, because, as I was tired by my own per-

formances, I did not wish to prolong them. My de-

termination on this point was quite formed, when I

received a visit from an actress of the Palais Royal,

Madame M
,
who performed the part of duennas.

" I have not the honour of your acquaintance, sir,"

1

she said, with a certain degree of hesitation,
" hence

I am almost afraid to ask you to render me a great

service. These are the circumstances of the case :

our excellent manager, Dormeuil, has offered me a

benefit, the profits of which are intended to release

my son from the conscription. It only depends on

you, sir, to ensure the success of the performance by

giving me your assistance." And the poor mother,

deriving her eloquence from her love for her son,

painted in such lively colours the distress she would

feel from a failure, that, touched by her grief, I re-

scinded my determination, and consented to add my

performance of the " second sight" to her bill.

I dare not form the flattering idea that my name

had any share in the success of the performance ; still,
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the house was crowded, and the receipts more than

covered the price of a substitute.

The next day the happy mother called to tell me of

her good fortune, and thank me. She was accom-

panied by a gentleman I did not know, but who, so

soon as Madame M had ceased speaking, told me

in his turn the object of his visit.

" I have taken the liberty of accompanying Madame

M to compliment you on what you have done for

her. It is a good action, for which all her theatrical

friends owe you abundant thanks; and, for my part, I

hope, sooner or later, to evidence my gratitude in my
own way."

While flattered at my visitor's remarks, I was much

puzzled as to the sense of his last sentence. He no-

ticed it, and, giving me no time to reply, continued:

" Ah ! I forgot to tell you who I am, and I ought

to have begun with that. My name is Duhart, and

I manage theatrical successes at the Palais Royal. By
the way," he added, "were you satisfied with the

reception you had last night?"

This confession, I grant, robbed me of a sweet illu-

sion. I had fancied I owed my reception to my own

merits, and I now could not guess what share of the

VOL. II. H
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applause legitimately belonged to me. Still, I thanked

M. Duhart for his kindness, both past and to come.

Three months later, I had almost forgotten this inci-

dent, when one day, as I was going to give a perform-

ance at the Porte Saint-Martin, nay friend Duhart

called upon me.

"
Only one word, Monsieur Houdin," he said,

without taking the trouble to sit down. " I read in

the bills that you are going to perform for Raucourt's

benefit, and I have recommended you to P
,
who

will ' take care of you.'
"

I was, in fact,
" taken care of," for when I appeared

on the stage, I was greeted by a reception worthy of

the highest artistic celebrities. It was easy to recog-

nise an ovation warmly recommended, but I was glad

to notice that the public
" followed suit," and that the

bravos emanating from the pit radiated through the

whole house.

A few months later, when about to perform at the

Gymnase, came another visit from Duhart, the same

recommendation to his comrade, and a similar result.

In short, I rarely quitted my own stage but my grateful

protector interested himself in my success.

I am forced to say that I let him do so, and saw no
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harm in it; far from that, these encouragements were

a stimulant for me, and I always redoubled my efforts

to deserve them.

I have taken a pride in relating this incident, for it

admirably depicts the character of a man capable of

being so long grateful for a slight service rendered to a

friend. However, the performance at the Odeon was

the last in which the worthy Duhart went out of his

way for me, as the revolution of February arrived a

few days later.

It will be remembered that this event was an utter

" smasher" for all the theatres.

After exhausting all the attractive baits of their

repertory, the managers, finding all their attractions

fail, vainly formed a congress to relieve them from such

a disastrous situation.

I was invited to the meeting, but, though I put in

an appearance, it was merely through politeness, as I

was in a position very different from that of my
brethren.

This position depended simply on the fact that my

establishment, instead of having the name of a theatre,

was called a "
spectacle." Through this slight differ-

ence of title I enjoyed rights infinitely more extended.

H2
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Thus, while the theatres could only have bills of a

size arranged by a police decree, I was at liberty, as

the manager of a spectacle, to announce my perform-

ances in unbounded proportions.

I could also lessen or increase the number of my

performances at rny pleasure, which was not one of the

slightest advantages of my management.

Lastly, I had a right, whenever I thought proper, to

put the key of my room in my pocket, dismiss my

staff, and walk about at my leisure in expectation of

better times.

All these advantages, to which I will add that of

being burdened with very slight expenses compared

with my brethren, offered me no other result than that

of not losing my money. However I might try, the

public remained deaf to my appeal as to theirs.

I am mistaken, though; for some days I received

very polite letters from the Provisional Government,

in the shape of "free passes," which begged me to find

room in my hall for the students of the Polytechnic

iind St. Cyr schools, accompanied by their tutors.

I was enchanted, it is true, by this amiable act of

politeness, which augmented the number of my scanty

spectators; for I performed, at least, before a well-
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filled room, and I had no longer the annoyance of

seeing those unlucky benches empty a sight which

usually paralyses the most philosophic performers.

This illusion was, in truth, very ephemeral, for each

evening, after the performance, my cashier assumed a

very gloomy face on approaching me.

What disenchantment ! What bitter reprisals on the
'

part of the blind goddess who, for some time, had

granted me such sweet favours !

Still, in these moments of distress, I may say with

perfect sincerity deceptions and torment were not con-

fined to the profit and loss account; and though a

manager does not take money, he desires to conceal his

misery. In order to produce a deception, he tries to

furnish his theatre, and he gives free admissions. I

had recourse to this measure; but, what will appear

strange, these tickets, which, a month earlier, would

have been regarded as an immense favour, were viewed

with considerable indifference, and it often happened

that people did not take the trouble to accept my invi-

tation.

Having become a philosopher through necessity, I

ended by resigning myself to seeing my room nearly

empty, and I sent out no more invitations. Besides, I
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had enjoyed an opportunity of studying the "free

admissions," and I had remarked that this class of

spectators is, or pretends to be, quite indifferent to the

performance. In fact, the " free admission," when he

believes the theatre short of spectators, imagines he is

doing an act of kindness by accepting the invitation

offered him. If he finds the house full, he fancies all

the places are occupied by gratis tickets (and he is

sometimes correct), and he concludes from it that the

performance cannot be very amusing. If he happen

to be mistaken, he does not applaud, in his fear of

being taken for a gratuitous visitor, and pass for an

accomplice paying for his seat in applause.

I was in the thick of my managerial troubles when,

one morning, I received a visit from the manager of

the French theatre in London. Mitchell (that is his

name), far from seeking to delude me by false promises,

like my Brussels theatrical agent, merely made me the

following simple proposal :

" Monsieur Robert-Houdin," he said to me,
"
you

are well known in London; come and perform at the

St. James's Theatre, and I have every reason to believe

you will be successful. Besides, we shall be equally

interested, for we will share the gross receipts, and I
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will pay all the expenses. You will perform alternately

with my Opera Comique, that is to say, on Tuesdays,

Thursdays, and Saturdays, and you will begin, if you

please, on the 7th of May next, or a month from to-

day."

These conditions appearing to me very acceptable,

I may add, most advantageous, I agreed to them most

readily. Mitchell, then, offered me his hand, I gave

him mine, and this friendly sanction was the only

agreement we made for this important affair. Though

there was no forfeit on either side, no arrangement or

signature, never was a bargain better cemented.

From that time, during all my long connexion with

Mitchell, I had many occasions of appreciating all the

value of his word. I may say loudly that he is one

of the most conscientious managers I ever had deal-

ings with. In addition, Mitchell adds an extreme

affability, and a remarkable degree of generosity and

disinterestedness to the merit of keeping his word.

Under all circumstances, he will be found to act as a

perfect gentleman, and one of the most brilliant qualities

he possesses as manager, is his courteous behaviour to

his performers. The following instance will serve as

a proof:
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Jenny Lind was singing at Her Majesty's Theatre

on the same evenings I performed at St. James's, so

that, despite all the wish I felt to go and hear her,

I could not make up my mind to sacrifice a perform-

ance for this attractive pleasure. However, in conse-

quence of a circumstance too lengthy to detail here, I

happened to find myself free on one of the nights

when Jenny Lind sang. I must add that, besides

managing the St. James's Theatre, Mitchell had hired

a certain number of boxes at Her Majesty's by the

year, and, according to the English custom, let them

out to the highest bidders. It happened at times that

all the tickets were not sold, and in that case Mitchell

gave them to a few privileged friends. I was aware

of this circumstance, and intended to ask him a similar

favour for this evening.

At the moment I was going out to seek my ma-

nager, he came into my room.

"
By Jove, my dear Mitchell," I said to him,

" I

was just going to prefer a request to you."

" Whatever it may be, my dear friend," he replied,,

politely,
" be assured it will be willingly heard."

And when I explained to him what I wanted,
" Good Heavens ! Houdin," he said, in a tone of
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real annoyance, "how unlucky you should ask that

of me."

" Why so?
"

I replied, in the same tone; "if it is

not possible, my dear friend, pray let me withdraw my

request."

" On the contrary, my dear Houdin on the con-

trary, it is very easy ;
I am only vexed at missing the

surprise I intended to offer you : I was going to give

you an excellent box for to-night : here it is."

A more delicate and amiable way of behaving

could hardly be suggested.

A fortnight had scarce elapsed since my interview

with Mitchell, when, after a most successful passage,

I disembarked at London. On the moment of my

arrival, my manager led me to a delightful lodging

close to the theatre, and showed me all the rooms. On

reaching the sleeping apartment, he said:

" You have a celebrated bed before you : it is the

one in which Rachel, Dejazet, Jenny Colon, and many

other artistic celebrities, rested after the emotion

produced by their successes. You cannot but enjoy

the ideas which the remembrance of these illustrious

guests will summon up in your dreams. To any other

than you, my dear Houdin, I would say that these
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celebrated predecessors must bring good luck
;
but

your success depends on tne virtue of your magic

staff."

Mitchell, feeling desirous to add all desirable at-

traction to my performances, had ordered a scene in

the Louis XV. style, as well as a curtain, on which

was painted, in letters of gold, the title adopted for

my Paris theatre,
" Soirees Fantastiques de ROBERT-

HOUDIN:" consequently, I could not begin my ar-

rangements till all these preparations had been com-

pleted.

In the mean while, having nothing better to do, I

walked about daily in the magnificent parks, and

collected my strength, in preparation for the fatigues

I was about to undergo in my performances.

At this word "
fatigues," my reader will be doubt-

lessly surprised, for he has every reason to suppose

that my stay in London would be in some degree a

period of rest, as, instead of playing seven times a

week, as in Paris, I was only to give three perform-

ances in the same period.

To explain this apparent contradiction, it will be

enough for me to state that the work and fatigue are

less in the performance than in its preparation. As
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at St. James's Theatre I had to'perform alternately with

the Comic Opera, I was obliged, lest I might impede

these artists in their studies, to give them all necessary

time for their rehearsals, which, as is well known,

occupy the greater portion of the day. Consequently,

I had promised to clear the stage so soon as my per-

formance was over, and not occupy it again till the

middle of the day on which I performed. Add to

this, that in my labour of preparing and removing,

the master's eye was not sufficient, but I had for

various reasons to set to work myself, and it may be

easily understood that this caused me enormous fa-

tigue.

It caused me at the outset a species of comical

regret to find that my performances would not owe

their success entirely to my own merits. In England

it is almost impossible to gain the ear of the public

unless every possible form of notoriety be resorted to,

and the change from my peaceful retirement in Paris

was very startling. Whenever I took my walks

abroad, my name in gigantic letters stared me in the

face, while enormous posters, on which my various

tricks were represented, covered the walls of London,

and, according to the English fashion, were prome-
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naded about the streets, by the help of a vehicle like

those we employ in Paris for removing furniture.

But, however great this publicity might be, it was

quite modest when compared to that opposed to us by

a rival, who may be justly regarded as the most in-

genious and skilful puffer in England.

On my arrival in England, a conjuror of the name

of Anderson, who assumed the title of Great Wizard

of the North, had been performing for a long period at

the little Strand Theatre.

This artist, fearing, doubtlessly, that public attention

might be divided, tried to crush the publicity of my

performances; hence, he sent out on London streets a

cavalcade thus organised :

Four enormous carriages, covered with posters and

pictures representing all sorts of witchcraft, opened the

procession. Then followed four-and-twenty merry

men, each bearing a banner, on which was painted a

letter a yard in height.

At each cross-road the four carriages stopped side by

side and presented a bill some twenty-five yards in

length, while all the men, I should say letters, on re-

ceiving the word of command, drew themselves up

in a line, like the vehicles.
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Seen in front, the letters formed this phrase:

THE CELEBRATED ANDERSON ! ! !

while, on the other side of the banners could be read :

THE GREAT WIZARD OF THE NORTH.

Unfortunately for the Wizard, his performances were

attacked by a mortal disease; too long a stay in London

had ended by producing satiety. Besides, his repertory

was out of date, and could not contend against the new

tricks I was about to offer. What could he present to

the public in opposition to the second sight, the suspen-

sion, and the inexhaustible bottle? Hence, he was

obliged to close his theatre and start for the provinces,

where he managed, as usual, to make excellent receipts,

owing to his powerful means of notoriety.

I have met many
"
puffers" in my life, but I may

say I never saw one who attained the elevation Ander-

son reached. The instance I have quoted will give some

idea of his manner, but I will add a few others, to

supply a perfect idea of the man.

Whenever his performances are going to be given in

a large town, though they are announced with extreme

publicity, Anderson contrives to bring his wonders to

the notice even of those who never read the newspapers

or posters.
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For this purpose, he sends to all the buttermen in the

town moulds on which his name, title, and the hour of

his performance are engraved, begging them to im-

print his stamp on their butter-pats, in lieu of the cow

ordinarily represented. As every family in England

eats butter at breakfast, it follows that each receives, at

no expense to the conjuror, an invitation to pay a visit

to the illustrious Wizard of the North.

Again, too, Anderson sends out into the streets,

before daybreak, a dozen men, carrying those open

frames, by means of which, and with a brush and

lamp-black, the walls of Paris have been so long

covered with puffs. These people print the announce-

ment of the Wizard's performance on the pavement,

-which is always kept remarkably clean in England. In

spite of himself, every tradesman on opening his shop,

and every inhabitant proceeding to business, cannot but

read the name of Anderson, and the announcement of

his performance. It is true that a few hours later

these puffs are effaced by the footsteps of the passers-by,

but thousands of persons have read them, and the

Wizard requires no more.

His posters are equally original, and I was shown

one of a gigantic size put out on the occasion of his
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return to London after a lengthened absence in the

provinces. It was a caricature imitation of the famous

picture
"
Napoleon's Return from Elba."

In the foreground Anderson was seen affecting the

attitude of the great man ;
above his head fluttered an

enormous banner, bearing the words " The Wonder of

the World
;

"
while, behind him, and somewhat lost in

the shade, the Emperor of Russia and several other

monarchs stood in a respectful posture. As in the

original picture, the fanatic admirers of the Wizard

embraced his knees, while an immense crowd received

him triumphantly. In the distance could be seen the

equestrian statue of the Iron Duke, who, hat in hand,

bowed before him, the Great Wizard
; and, lastly, the

very dome of St. Paul's bent towards him most

humbly.

At the bottom was the inscription,

" RETURN OF THE NAPOLEON OF NECROMANCY."

Regarded seriously, this picture would be found a

puffin very bad taste; but, as a caricature, it is exces-

sively comic. Besides, it had the double result of

making the London public laugh, and bringing a

great number of shillings into the skilful puffer's

pockets.
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When Anderson is about to leave a town where he

has exhausted all his resources, and has nothing more

to hope, he still contrives to make one more enormous

haul.

He orders from the first jeweller in the town a silver

vase, worth twenty or twenty-five pounds; he hires,

for one evening only, the largest theatre or room in

the town, and announces that in the Wizard's

parting performance the spectators will compete to

make the best pun.

The silver vase is to be the prize of the victor.

A jury is chosen among the chief people of the

town to decide with the public on the merits of each

pun.

It is agreed that they will applaud if they think a

pun good ; they will say nothing to a passable one,

but groan at a bad one.

The room is always crowded, for people come less to

see the performance, which they know by heart, than to

display their wit publicly. Each makes his jest, and

receives a greeting more or less favourable
; and, lastly,

the vase is decreed to the cleverest among them.

Any other than Anderson would be satisfied with

the enormous receipts his performance produces; but
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the Great Wizard of the North has not finished yet.

Before the audience leave the house he states that a

short-hand writer had been hired by him to take down

all the puns, and that they will be published as a Mis-

cellany.

As each spectator who has made a joke likes to see

it in print, he purchases a copy of the book for a

shilling. An idea of the number of these copies may
be formed from the number of puns they contain. I

have one of these books in my possession, printed at

Glasgow in 1850, in which there are 1091 of these

facctise.

The charlatan style of Anderson's bills is most

amusing at least I regard it as such; for it is not

presumable that Anderson ever intended sincerely to

praise himself in such an outrageous way. If I am

mistaken, it would be more than vanity on his part,

when I take into consideration his conjuring talent.

Hence I believe him to be very modest at heart.

VOL. II.
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CHAPTER V.

The St. James's Theatre Invasion of England by French Performers

A Fete patronised by the Queen The Diplomatist and the

Sleight-of-Hand Man Three Thousand Pounds taken at one Haul

I perform at Manchester The Spectators in the Pillory What

capital Curasoa! A Torrent of Wine A Catastrophe Per-

formance at Buckingham Palace A Wizard's Repast.

BUT it is time to return to St. James's: the ma-

chinists, painters, and decorators have finished their

work, for the 2nd of May has arrived, the day fixed

for my stage being handed over to me.

In fact, every one was admirably punctual : the new

scenery was in its place at an early hour, and as, at

Mitchell's request, the rehearsals were suspended for

that day, the theatre was entirely at my service
;
hence

I could devote myself quietly to the preparations for

my performance. However, all had been so well

arranged beforehand, that I was in perfect readiness

when the audience began entering the house.
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It may be supposed I had taken, every possible pre-

caution to ensure success, for an experiment which

must excite astonishment if it succeed, in the event of

failure is ruin to the operator. Hence I sincerely pity

those sorcerers whose supernatural power hangs on a

thread.

It is true that a skilful conjuror ought always to be

able to escape any difficulty that may occur to him
;

still, this sort of repairs very rarely meets with success,

for, after all, it is only a patching together, in which

the cracks are only too visible.

I had a mode of escape always at hand in any emer-

gency, but I confess I was much vexed when compelled

to have recourse to these secondary means, which, by

prolonging the experiment, render it far less striking.

When a failure happens in tricks of skill an escape

is impossible, for a conjuror ought no more to fail in

these than a good musician play a false note. When-

ever he makes a mistake in such a case, it results from

his want of adroitness, which only time can correct;

but in our experiments accidents at times happen

which tne most careful man cannot foresee. In such an

event, you can only trust to the expedients which pre-

sence of mind suggests.

I 2
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Thus, one day, I happened to break the glass of a

watch lent me for a trick. My position was awkward,

for it is a very clumsy termination to a trick to return

an object lent you in any way injured.

I quietly walked up to the gentleman who had lent

me the watch, and offered it to him, while being very

careful to keep the face downwards; but, at the mo-

ment he was going to take it,
I drew it back.

"This is your watch?" I said, confidently.

"
Yes, sir, it is."

"
Well, I merely wished to prove the fact; will you,

sir," I added, sinking my voice to a whisper,
" lend it

to me for another trick which I intend to perform

presently?"

"
Willingly," the obliging spectator replied.

I then carried the watch on the stage, and, handing

it secretly to my servant, I bade him go at full speed

to a watchmaker's, and have a new glass put in.

Hall'an hour later, I returned the watch to its owner,

saying :

" I have just noticed to my regret that the lateness of

the hour will preclude me from performing the trick I

promised you; but as I hope to have the pleasure of

seeing you again at my performances, please to remind
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me the first time you come, and I shall then be able

to perform the interesting trick."

I was saved.

In the mean while, the public were entering the

theatre, but so quietly that, although my dressing-room

was close to the stage, I heard scarcely any noise in

the house. I was frightened at this, for such a quiet

entry is in France a sure prognostic of bad receipts

for the manager, and sinister foreboding of a failure

to the performer.

When I was able to proceed on the stage, I ran to

the curtain-hole, and I saw with as much surprise as

pleasure the house completely filled, and presenting, in

addition, the most charming company I had ever yet

performed before.

I must say, too, that the St. James's Theatre is a

splendid establishment, for it is in some degree the

gathering-place of the flower of the English aris-

tocracy, who visit it not merely to enjoy the per-

formances, but also to improve their pronunciation of

French.

One fact will give an idea of the elegance and

fashion of my spectators; no lady is allowed to keep
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on her bonnet, however elegant it may be; she is

obliged to leave it in the saloon. This is, indeed, a

thorough English fashion, for the ladies come to the

theatre in evening costume, with their hair beautifully

arranged, and low-necked dresses, while the gentlemen

are attired in black, with white neck-handkerchiefs

and gloves.

At St. James's, the pit only exists traditionally; it

is driven under the boxes, and its presence is scarcely

noticed. All the body of the house is filled with stalls,

or rather elegant arm-chairs, to which ladies are

admitted.

The price of the seats is in proportion to the com-

fort they offer; each stall costs seven shillings, and

you can enter the modest pit for three shillings ; but

this is no dearer than at the Opera.

While I was surveying this elegant assembly with

delight, I felt a gentle tap on my shoulder. It was

Mitchell, who came to give me a delicate hint

about some invitations he had thought it advisable

to send out.

"
Well, Houdin," he said to me,

" how do you

like your examination ? does the audience please

you?"
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" It is delightful, my dear Mitchell; I may add, it

is the first time I ever performed in a theatre to such a

brilliant audience."

" Brilliant is the very word, my friend, for you must

know that, among your admirers" (pardon me this

word of praise, but I am quoting Mitchell), "is the

whole of the English Press, which possesses a numerous

staff. We shall also have as spectators some gentle-

men whose opinion exercises a very great influence in

London drawing-rooms. And lastly, a great number of

places are occupied by artistic celebrities, who willjustly

appreciate the Robert-Houdin whom, to employ the

champagne phrase, we have made *

sparkle' as he

deserves."

It may be imagined that, after this explanation, my

performance seemed to me a solemnity, and that I

employed the utmost care and zeal in executing my
tricks. I am justified in stating that I obtained a legi-

timate success.

Shall I now speak of the kindness and encouragement

I received from the audience of St. James's Theatre ? -

I will appeal to the celebrated artistes who have per-

formed on this stage before me : Rachel, Roger,

Samson, Regnier, Duplessis, Dejazet, Bouffe, Levassor,
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&c.
;
have they ever found in Europe spectators com-

parable to those of St. James's? Here there are no

paid clappers; they would be superfluous, for the

audience take upon themselves to encourage the per-

formers. The gentlemen are not afraid of bursting

their gloves, while the ladies make as much noise with

their tiny hands as their strength allows.

But I must stop, for I should fear, were I to con-

tinue, drifting into the style of the Great Wizard.

My performances went on at St. James's, and amply

consoled me for my losses in Paris. Although I only

performed three times a week, their produce exceeded

that of my best days at home. My readers might

imagine that such unequivocal success ought to have

satisfied me, but, as I have said before, I am naturally

ambitious, and I longed for one decisive triumph I

wished to have my performance honoured by the

presence of the Queen. Under happier auspices I

doubt not that the honour would have fallen to my

share, but at the moment there was a peculiar difficulty ,

which I saw no mode of overcoming. I will describe

it in as summary a manner as I can.

After the revolution, the French theatres, as I have

already said, found their receipts reduced to worthless
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free tickets; lience they sought in neighbouring coun-

tries, just as I had done myself, a public less engaged

with politics, and consequently more apt to yield to

the attraction of amusement.

England was the only country that had made no

change in its habits of luxury and pleasure, and hence

many managers turned their longing eyes towards

this El Dorado.

The Palais Royal Theatre, which, by the way, was

not the worst off, was one of the first to draw a bill

at sight upon the rich metropolis of England.

Dormeuil, its skilful manager, divided his company

into two parts, one remaining at Paris, while the

other came to the St. James's Theatre in the place of

the Opera Comique, which had ended its engagement

with Mitchell. Levassor, Grassot, Ravel, Mile. Scri-

vaneck, &c., received a brilliant reception from our

mutual audience.

This success became known in Paris, and turned

the head of M. H
, manager of the Historic

Theatre.

After making arrangements with the proprietors of

a London theatre (Covent Garden, I think), the im-

presario also came across with a portion of his com-
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pany to perform his play of Monte- Christo, which

lasted two evenings.

The arrival of these performers, all of great merit

generally, disturbed the peace of the English mana-

gers, who, fearing with some reason the entire loss of

their audiences, resolved to oppose this dangerous

invasion.

" The French and Italian theatres in London," they

said in their attacks,
a can play on their boards what-

ever pieces they like
; they are privileged to do so, and

we respect their right. But we will not permit all

our theatres to be thus invaded, or Shakspeare be

dethroned by foreign playwrights."

The question of theatrical rivalry soon assumed the

character of a national one. The papers took up

the cause of the theatres, while the public adopted

the opinion of the press writers, and formed an army

to fight against the new comers.

M. H
, attempted, however, to perform Alex-

andre Dumas's masterpiece; but it was impossible to

hear a word, so great were the noise and confusion in

the house during the whole time the performance

lasted. Although the manager persevered in his

enterprise, he was at length obliged to yield to
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this imposing protest, which threatened to degene-

rate into a collision, and he decided on closing the

theatre.

Mitchell held out his hand to the unlucky manager,

and offered him the hospitality of his theatre, that he

might at least play his double piece once before he

left London. For this purpose, he granted him one

night of the Palais Royal performances, and promised

to arrange with me for the next night.

I could refuse Mitchell nothing, and the drama was

represented in its entirety, after which the company

returned to France.

I granted this favour with the greatest pleasure, as

it obliged many amiable performers, and I will add

that, were a similar occasion offered me to oblige

M. H again, I would gladly accept it,
if only

to remind him about thanking me for the first service

I did him.

Fortunately for my hopes, an occasion was offered

me for performing before her Majesty, of which I

gladly availed myself, as it enabled me, at the same

time, to do some slight service in the cause of cha-

rity. The occasion I will here describe, as it affords a

pleasing trait of English manners and customs.
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A benevolent fete, the object of which was to open

baths for the poor, had been organised by the first

ladies in the land, and it was to be held at a delicious

villa at Fulham, belonging to Sir Arthur Webster,

who had kindly placed it at the disposal of the lady

patronesses.

This graceful swarm of sisters of charity was com-

posed of ten duchesses, fifteen marchionesses, and some

thirty countesses, viscountesses, and baronesses, at the

head of whom was the Queen, who intended to honour

the fete by her presence. This was more than suffi-

cient to dispose of the tickets, however high the price

might be. Still, the ladies conscientiously desired to

add some attraction, which would occupy the afternoon

agreeably. The first idea was to arrange a concert,

and, of course, the chief singers in the metropolis

must be invited to join, as the company was so select;

hence the committee turned their eyes to Her

Majesty's Theatre.

But there a difficulty arose: they must ask each

artiste to display his talent gratuitously, and as this

was begging a favour, the embassy placed the fair pro-

moters in a delicate position which they hesitated to

accept.
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Fortunately for them, these ladies had taken care

to enlist the services of my manager, whose intel-

ligent advice would be most useful in arranging the

fete.

Mitchell was requested to call on the artisies, and he

soon drew up a most remarkable list : it contained

Madame Grisi, Madame Castellan, Madame Alboni,

Mario, Roger (then engaged at Her Majesty's Theatre),

Tamburini, and Lablache.

After the concert a divertissement was to take place

which must excite the public curiosity. A large

number of ladies, dressed in costumes selected from all

parts of the world, had promised to form fancy qua-

drilles on the lawn, in which they would perform cha-

racter dances, and for this purpose elegant and spacious

tents were erected.

But this spectacle could only last an hour, and there

were still two to be filled up, in which the guests

could only be offered the pleasure of walking about.

It was evident this was not enough, especially when

we remember the price of the tickets was two pounds.

Hence the committee naturally thought of my per-

formance.

Mitchell had expected this, so he took on himself,
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owing to our friendly connexion, to obtain my consent.

He did more, for wishing in his turn to offer his alms

to the poor, he offered to build, at his own expense, a

theatre in the ground, and transfer to it the scenery I

had at the theatre. This was, in some respects, re-

moving St. James's Theatre to Fulham.

Mitchell told me of this lucky event, from which he

expected the best results, and I may say at once that

his expectations were realised. As soon as it was

known that the Queen would deign to be present at

one of my performances, many members of the aris-

tocracy, who had not yet visited the St. James's

Theatre, sent to order boxes.

On the day fixed for the Fulham festival, I started

after breakfast for Sir Arthur Webster's residence.

My manager, with the machinist of the theatre, had

been at work there from an early hour, so that, when I

arrived, I found the theatre quite in readiness for me.

Scenery, drops, and curtain, everything, in short, was

there excepting the foot-lights, for which the sun was

an admirable substitute.

The public were to be admitted at one, and though

I was not to give my performance till nearly four

o'clock, all my preparations were made by the time the
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doors opened. The lady patronesses were already at

their posts to receive the Queen and the royal family,

and were assisted by stewards selected from the highest

members of the aristocracy; among them being the

Duke of Beaufort, the Marquis of Abercorn, the Mar-

quis of Douglas, &c.

While waiting my turn to act, I thought I might as

well take part in the fete as a simple spectator; hence I

went first to the entrance gates.

I had scarce reached them when I saw the Duke of

Wellington get out of his carriage, the popular hero

before whom gentle and simple bowed with respect-

ful deference.

A few moments later appeared the Duke and

Duchess of Cambridge, accompanied by his High-

ness Prince Frederick William of Hesse, and in a

group immediately following these high personages,

the Duchess of Kent, the Duchess Bernhard of Saxe

Weimar, and the Princesses Anne and Amelia were

pointed out to me.

These illustrious visitors were received by the lady

patronesses with the honours due to their rank, while

the band of the Royal Horse Guards played national

airs.
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Outside could be heard the noisy and animated

crowd, pressing forward, at the risk of their lives, to see

the carriages with the powdered and gorgeous foot-

men whose heads are taxed so highly by the govern-

ment.

The numerous subscribers flocked in : all wished to

be punctual, for it was known the Queen would grace

the fete by her presence, and an Englishman, great or

small, would not at any price miss the pleasure of

seeing once again the features of her most gracious

Majesty.

The place I had selected was most favourable for

observing the new arrivals and not missing a single

person. Still, whatever attraction this brilliant pano-

rama might offer me, I was equally anxious to see the

interior of the fairy palace, and I was just turning

away, after directing a parting glance to the entrance

gates. I was glad I did so, for at this moment arrived,

close after each other, Prince Louis Napoleon, our

present Emperor; Prince Edward of Saxe Weimar;

Prince Loewenstein, and several other great personages

whose names have escaped my memory.

The gardens, the conservatories, and apartments,

were already crowded by all the rank and fashion of
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London, and it was a hard matter to move about at

one's ease. At each moment a formidable swarm of

marchionesses and ladies stopped the way, and forced

me to yield the road to them, in my fear of crushing

the most dazzling dresses I had ever seen. This was

difficult enough, for whatever way I might turn in

my politeness, I ran the risk of finding myself in the

same dilemma, so numerous and compact was the as-

semblage at Fulham.

At half-past two the Queen had not yet arrived, and

there was a hesitation about waiting any longer, when

frenzied hurrahs, rending the air for the length of a

mile, announced her Majesty's speedy arrival.

The church-bells immediately began ringing, the

band struck up
" God save the Queen," while the

youngest and fairest ladies formed a double avenue

along her Majesty's route.

These preparations were scarce made ere the Queen

left her carriage, and moving along an immense avenue,

covered with red cloth, and sheltered overhead by

a gay awning, she walked towards the room where

her arrival was only awaited to commence the

concert.

On reaching the room, the Queen took her place in
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the midst of a circle formed by the lady patronesses,

and the concert began.

I should have gladly listened to the dulcet sounds,

but, unfortunately, the hall, in spite of its vast propor-

tions, could not contain all the spectators, and the crush

was so great that it was not only crowded, but the

approaches were invaded to the point where the vibra-

tion of the voices finally died away.

Hence, I was obliged to content myself with hearing

outside the repeated applause bestowed on the talented

singers. Roger, especially, obtained a real triumph by

his aria from Lucia di Lammermoor, and the exquisite

way in which he sings it is well known. The Queen

herself commanded an encore.

The concert was scarcely over when, in accordance

with the programme, the Queen proceeded to see the

quadrilles, in which magnificently attired ladies were

to take part.

I should have gladly witnessed this graceful sight,

but I thought it advisable to cast a final glance on my

stage. Hence, I proceeded towards the theatre, where

a private entrance had been prepared for me, and I

was just going up the few steps leading to it, when

some one seized my arm.
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" Ah ! Monsieur Robert-Houdin," a gentleman said

to me, with a smile, as he prepared to follow me up
the stairs,

" that is capital we will go in together."
"
Where, sir?" I asked, much surprised at this pro-

posal.

"
Why, on your stage," the unknown said, with an

air of authority ;

" and I trust you will not refuse me

that pleasure."

"I am vexed to deny you, sir; but that is impos-

sible," I said politely, knowing that in these grounds

I could only meet persons who must be treated with

respect.

"Why so?" the gentleman continued, most press-

ingly.
" I find, on the contrary, nothing easier. If

we cannot go in side by side, we can follow each

other."

"Pardon me, sir, if I refuse your request; but no

stranger is allowed on my stage."

"Very good," my assailant then said, pleasantly;

" if that is the case, I will tell you my name, so that I

may be no longer a c

stranger' to you. I am Baron

Bmnnow, the Russian ambassador, as great an ad-

mirer of your mysteries as I am desirous to find them

out." And he continued his ascent, while striving to

K2
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force the barrier.
"
What, Monsieur Robert-Houdin,"

he added,
" do you still refuse me this? I only ask

one or two explanations, nothing more."

" I must persist in my refusal, Monsieur le Baron,

for several reasons, and, more especially, for this

one
"

What?"

" Your perspicuity and talent are so universally re-

cognised, that I would not deprive you of the pleasure

of yourself detecting these secrets, which are hardly

worthy your powerful intellect."

" Ah ! ah !" the Baron replied, with a laugh,
" how

diplomatic we are. Do you wish to follow in my
track?"

" I am unworthy to do so, Monsieur le Baron."

"
Very good, very good. In the mean while, I am

repulsed with loss, and forced to take my place among

the spectators. I yield ;
but tell me, Monsieur Robert-

Houdin, have you ever been in Russia?"

"No, sir, never."

" Then give me your card."

And the ambassador wrote his name below mine.

"
Here," he said, handing it me back,

" if you ever

feel an inclination to visit our country, that card will
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be very useful to you; and, if I happen to be at St.

Petersburg at the time, come and see me, and I will

procure you the honour of performing before his

Majesty the Emperor Nicholas."

I thanked Baron Brunnow, and he left me.

During this conversation the quadrilles were being

danced, and, before their termination, ,
the crowd

had occupied all the seats for my performance, save

those reserved for the royal family and the court. The

Queen herself soon arrived, and I immediately received

orders to begin.

Would that I had a more skilful pen with which to

depict in its true colours the picture which revealed

itself to my dazzled gaze at this moment! At any

rate, I will attempt to describe it.

Imagine a large lawn rising before me in an amphi-

theatrical shape, and arranged like the pit of a theatre.

It would have been impossible to say whether the

ground was covered with grass or gravel, so thronged

was it with ladies, who were alone allowed to sit

down.

In the first row and nearest my theatre, the Queen,

having her royal husband on her right, was surrounded

by her young and graceful family. A little in the
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rear the ladies in waiting and the lady patronesses

formed the royal escort. At a respectful distance

behind, the wives and daughters of the subscribers took

their places, while the gentlemen formed symmetrical

groups round this vast space.

The sight was truly magnificent; all the ladies,

dazzling with youth and beauty, covered with dia-

monds and flowers, and rivalling each other in good

taste and brilliancy, resembled a vast enamelled prairie,

on which the richest flowers of spring were displayed,

while the black coats of the gentlemen who enframed

this smiling picture, far from dulling it, only heightened

the effect.

On either side of the lawn, old oak-trees lent their

refreshing shade to this improvised theatre.

I felt a noble pride at that moment, when I thought

I held, as it were at my fingers' ends, the witching

eyes of duchesses, at times so haughty, but now so

gracious, and which seemed at every moment to gain

fresh brilliancy at the sight of the surprises I offered

them.

In this unique performance the time passed so

rapidly, that I was quite astonished when I found

myself performing my last trick.



SPLENDID RECEIPTS. 135

Before leaving her seat, the Queen, although she had

several times evinced her satisfaction, sent me her com-

pliments through an aide-de-camp, who also expressed

her Majesty's desire to have a performance at Bucking-

ham Palace at a later date.

I had made every arrangement to start for town

immediately my performance was over, lest I might

be delayed by the carriages waiting at the park gates.

An idea of the number of my audience can be formed,

when I say it took me more than a quarter of an hour

to pass through the carriages drawn up in double file

along the road. The receipts of the festival will supply

a better proof: they amounted to 25007. !

The next day the royal arms appeared at the head

of my bills, and below, the following passage, as a

species of baptismal certificate :

" Robert-Houdin, who has had the honour ofperform-

ing before her most gracious Majesty the Queen, Prince

Albert, the Royal Family, and the Nobility of the United

Kingdom" &c.

My fashion only became the greater at St. James's.

We had now reached the middle of July, and no

one but an Englishman can understand the possibility

of obtaining a theatrical success during the dog-day
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heats. I must say, then, that among our brethren

beyond Channel, where all our customs are inverted,

the season for concerts is from May to the end of

August. In September the aristocracy retire to their

estates, where they remain the other six months of the

year.

I followed the example of my audience : I quitted

London at the beginning of September, not like them

to take rest, but, on the contrary, to commence a life

even more agitated than the one I was leaving. I

went to the Manchester Theatre, where Knowles, the

manager, had made an engagement with me for fifteen

performances.

The theatre in this city is immense
;
like the vast

arence of ancient Rome, it can hold an entire people.

To give an idea of its size, I need only say that twelve

hundred spectators scarcely filled the pit.

When I took possession of the stage, I was startled

at its huge proportions; for I feared I should be lost

upon it,
and my voice be unheard.

The reasons for the erection of this immense building

were explained to me afterwards.

Manchester, as an eminent manufacturing city, counts

its workmen by thousands. Well, these hardy artisans



THE MANCHESTER THEATRE. 137

are all fond of the stage, and in their hand-to-mouth

existence they often give up one or two nights a week

to this style of amusement; hence a large space was re-

quired to house them all.

Judging by the size of the house, I saw that many
of the tricks I performed at St. James's were unsuited

for the Manchester Theatre; hence, I was obliged to

draw up a programme containing merely tricks that

could be seen from a distance, and whose effect would

strike the masses.

So soon as my performances were announced, the

" hands" flocked in in shoals, and the pit, their fa-

vourite place, was literally crammed ;
while the rest of

the house was nearly empty. This is, however, gene-

rally the case at a first performance in England ; for

many people wait for the newspaper critiques, which

are sure to appear on the following day, ere they make

up their mind.

The audience entered the house with a noise unex-

ampled in any French theatre, except at those gra-

tuitous performances given in Paris on grand occasions.

Before the curtain was raised, I was obliged to wait,

and give my noisy public time to cool down, and order

and silence being gradually established, I began my

performance.
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Instead of the fashionable world, the elegant toilettes,

and those spectators who seemed to spread an aristo-

cratic perfume over the St. James's Theatre, I now

found myself in the presence of simple workmen,

modestly and uniformly attired, rough in their manner,

and eager for amusement.

But this change, far from displeasing me, stimulated

my energies and dash, and I was soon at my ease with

my new spectators, when I saw that they took a lively

interest in my experiments. Still, an accident at the

outset nearly aroused the popular dissatisfaction.

The Manchester artisans, far from coming to my

performances to improve their French accent, were

greatly surprised at hearing themselves addressed in

any language but their own. Protests were put in on

every side, and soon shouts were heard of "
Speak

English!"

As for my complying with the request, it was simply

impossible; for though I had been six months in

London, as I was always among my own countrymen,

or persons who talked French, I had no occasion to

apply myself to the English language. Still, I tried

to satisfy a claim that appeared to me legitimate, and

make up for my deficiencies by boldness and good-will.
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I began by pronouncing the few English words I

knew
;
when my vocabulary was at fault, and I was

about to run short, I invented expressions which,

owing to their strange shape, greatly amused my
audience. Often, too, when in a difficulty, I boldly

asked them to come to my aid, and it was my turn to

feel a great inclination to laugh.

"How do you call it?" I said, with a serio-comic

air, as I held up the article whose name I wished to

know; and straightway a hundred voices responded to

my appeal. Nothing could be more pleasant than a

lesson thus taken, when my teachers, contrary to the

usual fashion, paid for the privilege of giving it.

Through my condescension I succeeded in making

peace with my audience, who warmly cemented it on

several occasions by their hearty applause. The last

trick especially created a tremendous excitement I

mean the inexhaustible bottle, produced with scenery

and decorations never before witnessed on any stage.

The picture presented by this trick is indescribable,

and a skilful pencil could alone reproduce its numerous

details. Here, however, is a sketch as accurate as

possible :

I have already said that although the spectators were
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few and far between in some parts of the house, the pit

was crowded, and it consequently contained more than

twelve hundred persons.

I own it was a really curious sight to see all these

heads issuing invariably from dark-coloured waist-

coats, heightened by that ruddiness of face which can be

only produced by the beef and porter of Great Britain.

In order that I might communicate more freely with

my numerous spectators, the machinist had put up a

plank running from the stage to the end of the pit,

and as I also wished to address persons at the sides,

two other "
practicables," much shorter than the centre

one, ran across to the boxes. The latter did not

occupy room like the first, for they were just over a

passage, while those who entered by it had to stoop

down to reach their seats; but what was that slight

inconvenience to the pleasure they promised themselves

in seeing the "French conjuror?"

The public were still entering the pit after my per-

formance had commenced, and so many persons were

allowed to come in that there was soon no room for the

laggards.

Several of them had the courage to remain bent

under the "
practicables," and, looking out right and left
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in turn, they could follow my tricks. But one of these

bold spectators, doubtlessly fatigued by the incon-

venient posture he was obliged to keep, ingeniously

passed his head through the narrow space between the

"practicable" and the boxes. He managed it very

cleverly, and his action was precisely that of a button

going into its corresponding hole.

This innovation was, it may be easily supposed,

gaily and noisily welcomed by the audience, and the

unfortunate man had to endure the fate reserved for

all innovators he was laughed at and " chaffed" tre-

mendously. But he did not trouble himself about that,

and his coolness disarmed his opponents.

Encouraged by his example, a neighbour tried the

button-hole manoeuvre, then a second and a third, and

thus, by the middle of the performance, half a dozen

heads without bodies were symmetrically arranged on

either side the pit, looking for all the world like

skittle-pins waiting to be knocked down.

I had arrived at the bottle trick, which consists in

producing from an empty bottle every liquor that may
be asked for, no matter the number of drinkers.

The reputation of this famous bottle was already

established in Manchester, for the London papers had
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fully described the experiment. Hence, a general

hurrah was heard when I appeared armed with my
marvellous bottle; for, in addition to the merit of the

trick itself, the workmen also counted on the pleasure

of drinking a glass of brandy, or any other liquor.

Flattered by this reception, I proceeded to the

centre of the pit, followed by my servant, who carried

an enormous tray of wine-glasses. But I had scarce

arrived there when a thousand voices began exclaim-

ing,
"
Brandy, whisky, gin, curacoa, shrub, rum," &c.

It was impossible to satisfy all at once; hence, I

wished to proceed in rotation, and, after filling a glass,

I offered it to the man who I thought had made the

first claim; but the gentleman was utterly disap-

pointed. Twenty hands were stretched out to dispute

the precious liquor, and the glass was speedily upset.

The spectators, suffering the punishment of Tantalus,

shouted for the liquid, which was not fated to reach

their lips.
I filled a second glass it shared the fate

of the previous one, and was fought for so obstinately

that the glass was broken.

Further on, the same request was made
;
I complied,

and none could profit by it.

Without troubling myself as to the result, I poured
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out the liquor profusely, and left my audience to fight

for its possession.

Soon all the glasses had disappeared, and in vain I

asked for them back to continue my bounty; not a

trace of them was to be found. My experiment was,

therefore, in danger of sudden termination, when a

clever spectator held out his hand in the shape of a

cup.

The process was as simple as it was ingenious; it

was the egg of Christopher Columbus. The astonish-

ment his neighbours felt permitted the inventor to

profit by his discovery, which is unfortunately a

rarity.

This improvised cup was unanimously accepted, but

the imitators saw their piracy suffer the same fate,

minus the breakage, as the glasses.

Quite tired, I was about to withdraw, when a new

improvement was introduced by a spectator, as thirsty

as he was obstinate ; throwing back his head and open-

ing an enormous mouth, he made me signs to pour in

cura9oa. Finding the idea original, I immediately

complied.

" What capital curagoa," the man said, as he licked

his lips.
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This seductive exclamation was scarce heard ere

every mouth was open and heads thrown back
;

it was

enough to make me fly in terror. Still, not to leave so

curious a scene incomplete, I took a watering tour,

holding the mouth of the bottle as straight as I could.

At times, the bottle being pushed by the neighbours,

sent the liquor over a man's coat, but, save this slight

inconvenience, all went on famously, and I fancied I

had fulfilled the rude task of quenching the thirst of

my audience. Still, I heard a few more appeals ;
and

a glass of whisky was earnestly implored by one

of the men who had thrust his head between the

plank and the boxes, and seemed in a perfect state of

collapse.

My son, who helped me on the stage, and was one

of the first to hear this request, understood all the long-

ing the poor suppliant felt; hence he ran on the stage

for a glass, which I filled, and he carried to the man.

But a difficulty suddenly arose
;
the claimant and his

comrades were shut up in their pillory, side by side,

and could not raise their arms. My son, unthinkingly,

offered the glass, and seeing no one take it, was about

to carry it back on the stage; but a groan made him

turn round, and, by the patient's air, he understood he
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was begging him to stoop down and place the glass to

his lips.

This delicate operation was performed with con-

siderable skill on both sides, and, despite the laughter

of the public, each of the pilloried men asked the same

service in turn.

This little scene appeared to have calmed the ardour

of the public; and I thought it possible to terminate

my trick in the usual way. When my bottle appears

exhausted, I end by filling an enormous glass with

liquor, but a scene then began which I had been far

from expecting.

Many writers have described the saturnalia pro-

duced by the frightful distribution of food and wine at

the Restoration. Well, these orgies were respectable

meals compared with the assault attempted to reach

the glass I held in my hand.

A human avalanche suddenly rose before me, and

from this living pyramid emerged two hundred hands

to dispute their prey, while a hundred mouths were

opened to swallow it.

I thought it high time to beat a retreat, in the fear

of being buried beneath this shapeless mass. It was
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impossible; behind me a file of thirsty drinkers barred

my passage.

The danger was pressing, for the pyramid was

bending forward to reach me, and might lose its ba-

lance at any moment
;
the cries of the unhappy beings

supporting its weight explained the dangerous posi-

tion in which I might soon find myself; hence, I

rushed with my head down through the mass, and

reached the stage in time to notice the curious sight of

a falling mountain.

I will not attempt to describe the cries, shouts, and

-applauses that accompanied this fall, while the victims

were loud in their abuse, and found no way of getting

up, save by stepping on their companions in misfor-

tune. The noise was atrocious,

The curtain fell on this strange scene, but shouts and

clapping were immediately heard: "The conjuror!"

Houdin must come out to be complimented.

I obeyed this order, and when I made my appear-

ance, either because I had been too liberal with my

bottle, or because, as I would sooner think, my spec-

tators were satisfied with my performance,, the shouts

and applause broke out in such a formidable manner

that I was quite stupified, while feeling acutely the
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pleasure they produced me. For I must say that the

noise of the hands struck together, though so trying in

itself, has nothing to shock the ear of a performer; on

the contrary, the more deafening it becomes, the more

harmonious it appears to the recipient.

The following performances were far from being so

tumultuous as the first, and the reason is very simple.

The merchants and traders, who form the aristocracy of

Manchester, having heard of my performances, came

with their families to witness them, and their presence

contributed to keep the workmen in order. The house

assumed a different aspect, and henceforth I could only

praise the quietness of the pit.

Fifteen consecutive performances had not exhausted

the curiosity of the inhabitants, and I could certainly

have given fifteen more, at least, when, to my great

regret, I was obliged to make way for two celebrities

Jenny Lind and Roger whom Knowles had engaged

to follow my performance.

Though I felt vexed at throwing such a chance

away, on the other hand I was glad to escape as soon

as possible from that heavy and smoky atmosphere,

which makes the industrial capital of England re-

semble a city of chimney-sweeps. I could not accus-

L2
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torn my lungs to inhale, instead of air, the flakes of

soot constantly floating about. I fell into a state of

melancholy almost akin to spleen, which did not

abandon me till I reached the gay city of Liverpool,

where I intended to remain several weeks.

I was at that time at the height of my fashion; my

performances began with applause and ended with

famous receipts. I need only add, that, after perform-

ing in turn at the theatres of Liverpool, Birmingham,

Worcester, Cheltenham, Bristol, and Exeter, I returned

to London to give fifteen performances ere I 'started

for France.

A few days after my return to St. James's Theatre,

the Queen, bearing in mind the desire she had ex-

pressed at Fulham, commanded a performance at

Buckingham Palace.

This invitation being most agreeable, I willingly

accepted it.

At eight in the morning of the appointed day, I

proceeded to the royal residence, and the steward of

the palace, to whom I was directed, led me to the

place selected for my performance. It was a long and

magnificent picture-gallery, and a theatre had been put

up, on which the scenery represented a saloon in the
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Louis Quinze style, white and gold, much resembling

the one I had at St. James's Theatre.

My guide then showed me an adjoining dining-

room, belonging, he said, to the ladies of honour, and

he begged me to state at what hour I should like

to breakfast.

I was too busy to think about eating, for I had my

performance to prepare; however, I ordered the meal

for one o'clock at any risk, and set to work di-

rectly.

Aided by my secretary (a species of factotum) and

my two boys, who helped me as well as their strength

permitted, I managed to overcome all the difficulties

produced by the provisional arrangement of the stage.

But I had not finished all my preparations till two

o'clock, and I was almost dying of inanition, for, less

fortunate than my companions, I had eaten nothing

the whole day. Hence it was with real joy I led the

route to the dining-room.

As the performance was not to take place till three,

I had just an hour to recruit my strength.

I had scarce walked a dozen steps, when I heard

some one calling me. It was a palace official who

wanted to speak to me.
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" There will be a ball, sir, in this gallery," he said, in

excellent French,
" after your performance, and conse-

quently preparations will have to be made which may

take more time than has been allowed for them.

Hence, the Queen requests you to begin your perform-

ance an hour sooner; she is quite ready, and will be

here directly."

"I am very sorry I cannot obey her Majesty's

commands," I replied ;

"
my preparations are not yet

ended, and I must add, that
"

" Monsieur Robert-Houdin," the officer replied, po-

litely, but with all the coolness of a Briton, "such

are her Majesty's orders, and I can say no more." And

without awaiting any explanation, he bowed to me

and retired.

" We shall still have time to take a hasty snack,"

I said to my secretary,
" so off to the dining-room as

quickly as you please."

I had not finished the sentence, when the Queen,

Prince Albert, and the royal family entered the gal-

lery, followed by a numerous suite.

At this sight, I had not the courage to go further
;

I returned, and armed myself with resignation. Pro-

tected by the curtain that concealed me from the
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spectators, I hastily made my few remaining prepara-

tions, and five minutes later I received the order to

begin.

When the curtain rose, I was dazzled at the sight

that met my gaze.

Her Majesty, the Prince Consort, the Queen

Dowager, the Duke of Cambridge, and the royal

children occupied the first rank. Behind them were

a portion of the Orleans family ;
while in the rear sat

the highest functionaries, among whom I recognised

ambassadors dressed in their national costumes, and

general officers covered with brilliant decorations. All

the ladies were in ball toilette, and richly adorned with

jewels.

A wonderful change came over me when I began

my performance : all my languor had been suddenly

dispelled, and I felt in excellent spirits.

Still this change can be easily explained. It is well

known that a performer feels no suffering while on

the stage ; a species of exaltation suspends all feelings

foreign to his part, and hunger, thirst, cold, or heat,

even illness itself, is forced to retreat in the presence of

this excitement, though it takes its revenge afterwards.

This slight digression was necessary to explain the
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spirits I felt in when I appeared before my noble

audience.

Never, I believe, did I throw such dash and bold-

ness into the performance of my experiments; never,

either, had I an audience which appreciated them so

kindly.

The Queen deigned to encourage me several times

by flattering remarks, while Prince Albert, ever so

kind to professionals, heartily clapped his hands.

I had prepared a trick, called the Bouquet a la

Heine. This is what the Court Journal says of it when

describing my performance :******
" The Queen evinced an extreme pleasure in these

experiments; but the one which seemed to strike her

most was the Bouquet a la Beine, a very graceful

surprise, and charmingly a propos. Her Majesty having

lent her glove to M. Robert-Houdin, the latter imme-

diately produced from it a bouquet, which soon grew

so large that it could be scarcely held in both hands.

Finally, this bouquet, after being placed in a vase, and

bedewed with magic water, was transformed into a

garland, in which the flowers formed the word VIC-

TORIA.
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"The Queen was equally astonished at the sur-

prising lucidity of M. Robert-Houdin's son, in the

experiment of the second sight. The most complicated

objects had been prepared in order to embarrass and

foil the sagacity of the father and the marvellous

faculty of the son. Both emerged victoriously from

this intellectual combat, and defeated every scheme."

After the performance, the same officer with .whom

I had already spoken came to offer me the thanks of

the Queen and Prince Albert. The Duchess of

Orleans had also been kind enough to add her compli-

ments and those of her family.

So soon as the curtain had fallen, and I was no

longer supported by the presence of my audience, I

felt ready to drop. I had taken a seat, and could

hardly rise to go and enjoy the meal which I stood in

such need of.

Still, I was about to do so, when I was roused from

my exhaustion by the appearance of a large body of

workmen, who had come to take down the theatre in

all speed and prepare the gallery for the ball.

My readers can judge of my embarrassment and

trouble when I found I must pack up all my machinery

at once, lest it might be broken.
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I tried to protest and defer the execution of the

task, but it was all in vain: orders had been given,

and they must be obeyed. Hence, I was obliged to

summon up fresh energy to finish my packing, which

took me an hour and a half.

Six o'clock struck when all was finished. I had

taken no food for exactly four-and-twenty hours.

Leaning on my manager, who had taken the precau-

tion of ordering up the dinner, I dragged myself as far

as the dining-room.

Twilight had commenced, and the room was not

yet lighted, and it was with some difficulty we could

distinguish a table. I fell rather than sat down upon

a chair I found near me, and while my son was ring-

ing for lights, I commenced a second sight per-

formance of my own. I succeeded famously; I laid

my hand on a fork, and pricking at whatever might

be before me, found something attached to the instru-

ment. I prudently raised the object to my nose,

and, satisfied with this inspection, I took a triumphant

bite.

It was delicious; and I fancied I could recognise a

salmi of partridge.

I made a second exploring tour to assure myself of
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the truth, and, after a few mouthfuls, I convinced

myself I was not mistaken. My manager and

boys followed my example, and set to work man-

fully.

It seems that the attendance must be slow in royal

houses, for before the lights arrived we had plenty of

time to grow used to the darkness.

However, this meal, through its originality, became

a delightful amusement, and I had seized a bottle to

pour out some wine, when the door of the room

suddenly opened, and two servants came in bearing

candelabra. On seeing us thus seated at table and

eating in the coolest way, they nearly fell backwards

in surprise. I am persuaded they took us at the mo-

ment for real sorcerers, for we had great difficulty

in inducing them to remain in the room and wait

on us.

We then took our ease. The table was well served,

the wines were excellent, and we could rest from the

fatigues and emotions of the day. At the end of the

dinner the palace steward paid us a visit, and on,

hearing of my misfortunes, he expressed his deep

regret. The Queen, he assured me, would be the

more vexed, if she heard of
it, because she had given
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the strictest orders that I should want for nothing in

her palace.

I replied, that I was amply repaid for a few moments

of pain by the satisfaction I felt at having been called

to perform before his gracious sovereign. And this

was, indeed, the truth.
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CHAPTER VI.

An optimist Manager Three Spectators in a Room A magical Col-

lation The Colchester Public and the Nuts I return to France I

give up my Theatre A Farewell Tour I retire to St. Gervais

An Academician's Predictions.

A SHORT time after this performance my engage-

ment with Mitchell terminated.

Instead of returning to France, as I should much

have desired after so lengthened an absence, I thought

it better to continue my excursions in the English

provinces till the end of September, when I hoped to

reopen my theatre at Paris.

Consequently, I drew up an itinerary, in which the

first station would be Cambridge, celebrated for its

university ;
and set out.

Possibly the reader may feel no inclination to follow

me on this tour, but he may be assured I will not

drag him after me, especially as my second passage
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through England presents hardly any details worth

mentioning here. I will content myself with recount-

ing a few incidents, and among them a small adventure

that happened to me, as it may serve for a lesson to

all professionals, that it is dangerous both to their

self-esteem and interests to drain public curiosity too

deep in the various places whither the hope of good

receipts attracts them.

I intended to go straight from London to Cam-

bridge, but, half way, I took a fancy to stop and give

a few performances at Hertford, a town containing

some ten thousand people.

My two first performances were most successful, but

on the third, seeing that the number of spectators had

greatly fallen off, I decided on giving no more.

My manager argued against this resolution, and

offered me reasons which certainly had some value.

" I assure you, sir," he said,
" that nothing is spoken

of in the town but your performance. Every one is

asking if you are going to perform to-morrow, and two

young gentlemen have already begged me to keep

them places if you intend to remain for to-morrow."

Genet, my manager, was certainly the best fellow

in the world; but I ought to have distrusted his
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counsels, knowing, as I did, his disposition to look at the

bright side of everything. He was the incarnation of

optimism, and the calculations he made about this per-

formance went far beyond those of the inkstand

inventor. To hear him talk, we should have to double

the price of places, and increase our staff to keep back

the crowd that would rush to see me.

While jesting Ge*net on his exaggerated ideas, I

still allowed him to send out the bills for the perform-

ance he so much desired.

The next evening, at half-past seven, I went, accord-

ing to my usual custom, to order the box-office to be

opened, and the public allowed admission. The per-

formance would commence at eight precisely.

I found my manager quite alone not a soul had

arrived yet. Still, that did not prevent him greeting

me with a radiant air though that was his normal

condition.

"No one has yet come to the theatre," he said,

rubbing his hands, as if giving me first-rate intelli-

gence; "but that is a good sign."

" The deuce it is ! Come, my dear Gnet, I must

have that proved."

" It is easy enough to understand. You must have
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noticed, sir, that at our former performances we only

had the country gentry."

"Nothing proves it was so; still, I will allow it.

Now go on."

"Well," it is very simple. The tradespeople have

not come to see you yet, and I expect them to-night.

They are always so busy, that they usually defer a

pleasure till the last moment. Have patience, and

you will soon see the rush we shall have to contend

against."

And he looked towards the entrance door like a man

perfectly convinced that his predictions would be ful-

filled.

We had still half an hour more than sufficient to

fill the room so I waited. But this half-hour passed

in vain expectation. Not a soul came to the box-office.

" It is now eight," I said, drawing out my watch,.

" and no spectators have arrived. What do you say

to that, Genet?"

"
Oh, sir ! your watch is too fast I am sure of it r

for
"

My manager was about to support his allegation by

some proof drawn from his brain, when the town-hall

clock struck. Genet, finding his reasons exhausted,
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contented himself with silence, while casting a despair-

ing glance towards the door.

At length, I saw his face grow purple with delight.

"Ah! I said so," he exclaimed, pointing to two

young men coming towards us. "The public are

beginning to arrive. They doubtlessly mistook the

hour. Come, every man to his post !"

Genet's joy did not last long, for he soon recognised

in these visitors the two young gentlemen who had

taken their places the previous day.

"You have kept our seats?" they said to the opti-

mist, as they hurried in.

"Yes, gentlemen yes; you can go in," Genet

replied, making an imperceptible grimace. And he led

them in complacently, while striving to explain the

emptiness of the room by saying it was only mo-

mentary. He had hardly returned to the box-office,

when a gentleman of a certain age hurried up the

steps, and rushed towards the pay place with a haste

my previous success probably justified.

"Is there any room left?" he asked, in a panting

voice.

My poor Genet did not know how to reply to

this question, which seemed a jest; he, therefore,

VOL. II. M
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merely muttered one of those common-place phrases

usually employed to gain time.

"
Well, sir, to tell you the truth I should say

"

" I know I know : there are no places left. I ex-

pected it. But be kind enough to let me go in, and I

will find some corner to stand in."

"But, sir, allow me to tell you
"

"No matter."

" But if, on the contrary
"

" All the better. There, give me a stall-ticket, and

I will see if I can find room in the passage."

Being at the end of his arguments, Genet supplied

the ticket.

You can imagine the surprise of the eager visitor

when, on entering the house, he found that he formed

in his own person exactly a third of the audience.

For my own part, I soon made up my mind. After

compounding with my conscience, by granting the

usual quarter of an hour's grace to the laggards, and

seeing no one come, I informed my three spectators

that, being only anxious to be agreeable to them, I

would perform.

, This unexpected news produced a triple hurrah in

the house in the shape of thanks.
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My orchestra consisted of eight amateurs of the

town; and these gentlemen, as a compliment to my
French origin, always played as overture the " Giron-

dins" and the "
Marseillaise," with the assistance of the

big drum, and never failed to terminate the perform-

ance with " God save the Queen."

The patriotic introduction over, I began my perform-

ance.

My audience were collected on the first row of stalls,

so that, in order to address my explanations to them, I

should have had to keep my head constantly down,

which would have eventually become troublesome.

Hence I determined to look round the house, and

address the benches just as if they were well covered.

For their part, my audience made all possible row to

prove their satisfaction. They stamped, applauded,

shouted, so as almost to make me believe the house

full.

The whole performance was a mutual exchange of

compliments, and the spectators saw the last of my
tricks arrive with considerable regret. This, however,

was not announced on my bills, for I reserved it as the

best of my surprises.

"
Gentlemen," I said to my audience,

" as I require

M2
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three persons to assist me in performing this trick, will

any gentlemen present have the kindness to come on

the stage?"

At this comic invitation the public rose en masse,

and obligingly placed themselves at my disposal.

After my three assistants had promised to stand at

the front of the stage and not look round, I gave each

an empty glass, announcing that it would be filled

with excellent punch so soon as they expressed the

wish, and I added that, to facilitate the performance,

they must repeat after me a few cabalistic words bor-

rowed from the enchanter Merlin.

This jest was only proposed in order to gain time,

for while we were performing it with bursts of laugh-

ter, a change was being carried out behind my kind

assistants. The table on which I did my tricks had

been removed, and another brought forward on which

an excellent supper was spread, and a bowl of punch

crackled in the centre.

Ge*net, clothed in black and a white cravat, and

armed with a spoon, was stimulating a spectral flame,

and when my assistants expressed a wish to see their

glasses filled with punch, he said, in his most solemn

voice,
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" Turn round, and your wishes will be accom-

plished."

My musicians had been spectators of this little scene,

so I begged them to join us and try the virtues of my
inexhaustible bowl. This invitation was joyfully ac-

cepted, the table was surrounded, the glasses were filled

and emptied, and we passed two agreeable hours in

performing this experiment.

Owing to the prodigality of my
" inexhaustible bowl

of punch," my guests were all affected by a tender ex-

pansion. They almost embraced on parting; however,

they contented themselves with shaking hands and

vowing an undying friendship.

The instruction to be drawn from this anecdote is

that, in offering a farewell to the public, you should

not wait till there are none left to receive it.

On leaving Hertford, I went to Cambridge, thence

to Bury St. Edmunds, Ipswich, and Colchester, always

taking receipts proportionate to the importance of the

towns. I have only three souvenirs of those five

towns : the failure at Hertford, the enthusiastic recep-

tion from the Cambridge students, and the nuts at

Colchester.

But, it will be asked, what connexion can there be
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between nuts and a magical performance. A word

will explain the fact to the reader, and all the tribula-

tions this fruit caused me.

It is the custom at Colchester that when a body

goes to the theatre he fills his pocket with nuts. These

are cracked and eaten during the performance as a

species of refreshment. Men and women both suffer

from this cracking mania, so that a rolling fire is kept

up through the house, often powerful enough to drown

the voice.

Nothing affected my nerves so much as this incessant

cracking; my first performance suffered from it, and

despite my efforts to master myself, I went through the

whole performance in a state of irritation. I consented,

however, to perform a second time, but the manager

could not induce me to promise a third. Although he

assured me that his actors had grown quite accustomed

to this strange music, and that even a minor actor

might often be seen on the stage calmly cracking a nut

while awaiting the reply, I could not stand it any

longer, and left the town.*

* It would not have been surprising in this oysterous, boisterous

town (as Hook christened it) to find M. Houdin astonishing the

natives, but the contrary, it appears, took place : the natives decidedly

astonished him.
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Most assuredly, the theatres in the smaller English

towns are not equal to those in the cities.

At Colchester my tour was to end, and I was about

starting for France, when Knowles, the Manchester

director, remembering my success at his theatre, pro-

posed to me to take a trip with him through Ireland

and Scotland. We had then reached the month of

June, 1849, when Paris was more than ever agitated by

political questions; and theatres only existed in France

as memorials of the past. I did not waste much time in

forming a decision ;
I started with my English manager.

Our excursion lasted no less than four months, and

I did not step on French soil again till the end of

October.

Need I describe the delight with which I presented

myself once more before a Parisian audience, whose

kind patronage I had not forgotten? Those profes-

sional men who, like myself, have been long absent

from Paris, will understand it, for they know nothing

is so sweet to the heart as the applause given by a

man's fellow-citizens.

Unfortunately, when I recommenced my perform-

ances, I noticed with sorrow the change which had

taken place in my health : the performances which I
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formerly went through with no fatigue, now caused me

a painful state of exhaustion.

It was easy to find a reason for this disagreeable

change; fatigue, the incessant thought connected with

my performances, and still more the foggy atmosphere

of England, had exhausted my strength. My life had

been in some degree used up during my emigration.

I should require a lengthened rest to restore it, and I

could not think of it at this period, the best part of the

season. I could only take precautions for the future,

in case I should find myself suddenly compelled by my
health to stop; so I decided on educating a pupil to

take my place in case of need, and whose labour might

assist me in the mean while.

A young man of pleasing exterior, and whose talent

I was acquainted with, seemed to offer the conditions

I required. My proposals suited him, and he imme-

diately joined me. The future sleight-of-hand pro-

fessor evinced great aptitude and zeal in learning my
lessons. I employed him in a short time to prepare my

experiments, then he aided me in the management of

my theatre, and when the summer of 1850 arrived,

instead of closing my rooms as usual, I continued to

send out my bills; the only change was that Hamil-

ton's name was substituted for mine.
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Considering his short period of study, my provi-

sional substitute could not be yet very expert ; still, he

pleased, and the public were satisfied. During this

period I enjoyed in the country a repose that had been

long desired.

A man who has made a long journey never feels the

fatigue so acutely as when he proposes to continue his

journey after a few moments of rest. This was what

I experienced when, my holiday being ended, I was

obliged to leave the country to begin again the feverish

existence of a theatre. I never felt such lassitude;

never had I a greater desire to enjoy perfect liberty, to

renounce those fatigues of an appointed hour, which

may be justly called the collar of misery.

At this word, I see many of my readers start.

"
Why," they will say,

" thus call a labour whose ob-

ject is to astonish an audience, and the result to gain

honour and profit ?"

I find myself compelled to prove the justice of the

expression.

The reader will easily understand that the fatigue,

preoccupation, and responsibility attached to a magical

performance do not prevent the conjuror being sub-

jected to the ordinary sufferings of humanity. Now,

whatever may be the nature of his sufferings or his
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grief, he must, at an appointed hour each night, hide

them in his bosom, and assume the mask of happiness

and health.

This is, in itself, a painful task, but, believe me,

reader, it is not all; he must and this is applicable to

all professionals under penalty of ruin, enliven, ani-

mate, and excite the public, or, in other words, give

them pleasure for their money.

Can this be always equally easy ? In truth, the po-

sition artists hold would be intolerable, did not they

find in the sympathy and applause of the public a

gentle recompense which makes them forget the minor

miseries of life.

I may say it with pride, to the last moment of my
artist life I only met with sympathy and kindness

;
but

the more I strove to render myself ever worthy of

them, the more I felt my strength failing me, and

the more, too, increased my desire to live in retirement

and freedom.

At last, in January, 1852, judging Hamilton fit to

succeed me, I decided on giving up my establishment

to him, and in order that my theatre, the fruit of my

labours, might remain in the family, two contracts
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were signed ;
and on the same day my pupil became

my brother-in-law and my successor.

Still, however desirous an actor may be of retiring

into private life, he very rarely renounces at once and

for ever the applause which has become an agreeable

stimulant for him. Hence, no surprise will be felt on

learning that, after a few months' rest, I proposed to

give a few more performances, as a final parting from

the public.

As I had not yet visited Germany, I proceeded to

the banks of the Rhine. Desiring no unnecessary

fatigue, I resolved to reserve to myself the choice of

the places where I would perform. I therefore stopped,

in preference, at those festal places called "
Baths,"

and visited in turn Baden, Wiesbaden, Homburg,

Aix-la-Chapelle, and Spa. Nearly each of my per-

formances was honoured by the presence of one or

more of the princes regnant of the Germanic Confe-

deration.

It was my intention to return to France after my

performances at Spa, but, at the request of M. Engel,

manager of a theatre at Berlin, I retraced my steps,

and started for the capital of Prussia.

I had made a six weeks' engagement with M. Engel ;
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but my success, and the excellent terms on which I

stood with my manager, induced me to prolong it for

three months. I could not have taken a more brilliant

leave of the public : for, probably, I never saw greater

crowds run after my performances. Thus the reception

I obtained from the Berliner will ever remain one of

my pleasantest reminiscences.

From Berlin I proceeded straight to the neighbour-

hood of Blois, to the retreat I had selected.

Whatever might be my satisfaction in enjoying the

freedom I had so long desired, it would soon have un-

dergone the fate common to all our pleasures, and have

grown flat by the mere effect of enjoyment, had I not

reserved for these blessed hours of leisure studies in

which I hoped to find a perennial source of amusement.

After gaining a fortune by labours unjustly regarded

as futile, I was about to devote myself to serious re-

searches, as I had been formerly advised by a member

of the Institute.

The circumstances to which I allude dates back to

the Exposition of 1844, when I submitted my auto-

mata and mechanical curiosities.

The jury entrusted with the examination of mecha-

nical instruments and designs had come to my produc-
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tions, and I had repeated the little performance I had

given a few days previously in the presence of Louis

Philippe.

After listening with interest to the details of the

numerous difficulties I had to overcome in making

my automata, one of the members of the jury said

to me:

" It is a great pity, Monsieur Robert-Houdin, that

you did not apply the talent you have evinced in fancy

objects to serious labours."

This criticism wounded me the more, because at that

period I considered nothing superior to my works, and

in my fairest dreams of the future I desired no greater

glory than that of the skilful inventor of the "auto-

maton duck."

"
Sir," I replied, in a tone that betrayed my pique,

u I know no works more serious than those which give

a man an honest livelihood. Still, I am ready to

change my views, if you give me the same advice after

you have heard me.

" At the period when I devoted myself to chro-

nometers, I hardly earned enough to live upon ;
at

present, I have four workmen to help me in making

my automata
;
and as the least skilful among them
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earns six francs a day, you can easily form an idea what

I earn myself.

* i

Now, sir,
I ask you, if I ought to return to my

old trade?"

My critic was silent, but another member of the jury

coming up to me, said, in a low voice,

" Go on, Monsieur Robert-Houdin go on ; I am

convinced that your ingenious works, after leading you

to success, will conduct you straight to useful dis-

coveries."

" Monsieur le Baron Seguier," I replied, in the same

key,
" I thank you for your encouraging prediction,

and will do my best to prove its correctness."
*

I have followed the advice of the illustrious savant,

and find myself all the better for it.

* This slight incident did not prevent the jury granting me a silver

medal for my automata. Eleven years later, at the Universal Exhibi-

tion of 1855, I received a medal of the first class for new applications

of electricity to mechanism.
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CHAPTER VII.

Travels in Algeria Convocation of the Chieftains Performances before

the Arabs A Kabyle rendered powerless Invulnerability A Moor

disappears Panic and Flight of the Audience Reconciliation The

Sect of the Aissaoua Their pretended Miracles.

I HAVE, then, reached the object of all my hopes: I

have bidden an eternal farewell to professional life, and

from my retirement I wave my hand in parting saluta-

tion to my kind and obliging patrons. Henceforth I

shall know no care or anxiety ;
free and tranquil, I am

about to devote myself to my peaceful studies, and

enjoy the pleasantest existence man ever had on earth.

I was busily forming my plans of happiness, when,

one day, I received a letter from Colonel de Neveu,

head of the political office at Algiers. This distin-
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guished functionary begged me to proceed to our

colony, and give my performances before the principal

chieftains of the Arab tribes.

This invitation reached me in the full of my honey-

moon, if I may employ the expression. Scarce re-

covered from the fatigues of my journey, I was im-

bibing deep draughts of happiness, and it would have

been a heavy sacrifice to dispel the charm so soon.

Hence, I expressed to Colonel de Neveu my regret

at not being able to accept his invitation.

The colonel noted down my excuses, and, the follow-

ing year, reminded me of them. It was in 1855; but

I had presented at the Universal Exhibition several

new applications of electricity to mechanism, and

having learned that the jury considered me worthy

a reward, I would not quit Paris till I had received it.

Such was, at least, the motive on which I based a new

refusal, accompanied by my regret.

But the colonel kept these excuses still in mind, and

in June, 1856, he presented them to me like a bill to

be met. This time I had exhausted my excuses, and

though it cost me much to quit my retreat and brave

the caprices of the Mediterranean in the worst month

of the year, I decided on going.
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It was settled that I should reach Algiers by the

next 27th of September, the day on which the great

fetes annually offered by the capital of Algeria to the

Arabs would commence.

I must say that I was much influenced in my deter-

mination by the knowledge that my mission to Algeria

had a quasi-political character. I, a simple conjuror,

was proud of being able to render my country a

service.

It is known that the majority of revolts which have

to be suppressed in Algeria are excited by intriguers,

who say they are inspired by the Prophet, and are re-

garded by the Arabs as envoys of God on earth to

deliver them from the oppression of the Roumi

(Christians).

These false prophets and holy Marabouts, who are

no more sorcerers than I am, and indeed even less so,

still contrive to influence the fanaticism of their co-

religionists by tricks as primitive as are the spectators

before whom they are performed.

The government was, therefore, anxious to destroy

their pernicious influence, and reckoned on me to do

so. They hoped, with reason, by the aid of my ex-

periments, to prove to the Arabs that the tricks of

VOL. II. N
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their Marabouts were mere child's play, and owing to

their simplicity could not be done by an envoy from

Heaven, which also led us very naturally to show them

that we are their superiors in everything, and, as for

sorcerers, there are none like the French.

Presently I will show the success obtained by these

skilful tactics.

Three months were to elapse between the day of my

acceptance and that of my departure, which I employed

in arranging a complete arsenal of my best tricks, and

left St. Gervais on the 10th of September.

I will give no account of my passage, further than

to say no sooner was I at sea than I wished I had

arrived, and, after thirty-six hours' navigation, I

greeted the capital of our colony with indescribable

delight.

I was expected; an officer came off in an elegant

boat and took me to the Hotel d'Orient, where a

handsome suite of rooms was retained for me.

The government had behaved nobly, for I was

lodged like a prince. From the window of my sitting-

room I could survey the roads of Algiers, and the

prospect was only bounded by the horizon. The sea

is always lovely when seen from a window; thus each
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morning I admired it, and pardoned its past slight

insults.

From my hotel I also gazed on the magnificent

Government-square, planted with orange-trees, such as

cannot be seen in France. They were at this season

laden with flowers and perfectly ripe fruit.

Mme. Robert-Houdin and myself delighted in

sitting beneath their shade at nightfall and eating an

ice before the doorway of an Algerian Tortoni, while

inhaling the perfumed breeze borne to us from the sea.

Next to this pleasure, nothing interested us so much as

observing the immense variety of persons moving

around us.

The five quarters of the world had sent their repre-

sentatives to Algeria: there were French, Spaniards,

Maltese, Italians, Germans, Swiss, Prussians, Belgians,

Portuguese, Poles, Russians, English, and Americans,

all forming a portion of the population of Algeria.

Add to these the different Arabic types, such as Moors,

Kabyles, Koulougly, Biskri, Mozabites, negroes, Arab

Jews, &c., and an idea may be formed of the sight un-

rolled before our eyes.

When I arrived at Algiers, M. de Neveu told me

that as a portion of Kabylia had revolted, the marshal-
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governor had started with an expeditionary corps to

suppress it. In consequence of this, the fetes to which

the Arab chiefs were to be invited were deferred for a

month, and my performances put off for the same

period.

" I have now to ask you," the colonel added,
"

if

you will sign this new engagement?"

"Mon colonel!" I replied, in a jocular tone, "I

consider myself in military employ. As I depend on the

governor, I will be faithful to my post, whatever may

happen."
"
Very good, M. Robert-Houdin," the colonel said,

with a laugh ;

"
you behave like a true French soldier,

and the colony will owe you thanks for it. At the

same time, we will try to make your service in Algeria

as light as possible. We have given orders at your

hotel that madame and yourself may have no cause

to regret the comfort you left to come here." (I have

forgotten to say that, in signing my engagement, I

stipulated that Mme. Houdin should accompany me.)
"

If, while awaiting your official performances, you

might like to employ your leisure evenings at the

town theatre, the governor places it at your service

thrice a week, the other days belonging to the operatic

company.'*
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This proposition suited me admirably, and I saw

three advantages in it : the first, to get my hand in, for

I had left the stage for two years; the second, to try

the effect of my experiments on the town Arabs; the

third, to pocket a very welcome sum of money. I ac-

cepted ; but when I offered my thanks to M. de Neveu,

he said,

"It is our place to thank you, for, by giving per-

formances at Algiers during the Kabylian expedition,

you render us a great service."

"How, colonel?"

"
By employing the minds of the Algerines, we pre-

vent them speculating on the eventualities of the cam-

paign, which might be very injurious to the govern-

ment."

" That being so, I will set to work at once."

The colonel started the next day to join the marshal,

having previously handed me over to the civil au-

thorities; that is to say, he had introduced me to M.

de Guiroye, mayor of the town, who displayed extreme

kindness in facilitating the arrangements for my per-

formances.

It might be reasonably supposed that, owing to the

high patronage that supported me, I need only follow

a path bestrewn with flowers, to use the language of
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the poets. But it was not so : I had to endure many

annoyances, which might have vexed me greatly, had

I not possessed a stock of philosophy beyond ordinary

mortals.

M. D
, privileged manager of the Bab-Azoun

Theatre, had commenced the season with an operatic

company, and, fearing lest the success of a stranger on

his stage might injure his own prospects, he complained

about it to the authorities.

The mayor could offer him no other consolation

than saying the government ordered it. M. D

protested, and even threatened to throw up the manage-

ment, but the mayor adhered to his inflexible decision.

The city of Algiers thus suddenly saw itself exposed

to a total managerial eclipse, when, through a spirit of

conciliation, I offered to perform only twice a week,

and defer beginning till the operatic debut was over.

This concession slightly calmed the impresario,

though it did not gain me his good graces. M. D
ever maintained a coldness towards me, which evi-

denced his dissatisfaction, but I held an independent

position, and this coolness did not render me wretched.

I also managed to escape from the annoyances

aroused by certain subalterns of the stage, and, being
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determined that my voyage to Algiers should be a

real pleasure-trip, I laughed at these puny attacks.

Besides, my attention was directed to a matter far

more interesting to me.

The journals had announced my performances, and

this statement immediately aroused a paper warfare

in the Algerian press, the strangeness of which con-

tributed no little to give increased publicity to my re-

presentations.

"
Robert-Houdin," one paper said,

" cannot be at

Algiers, for we see daily announced in the Paris

papers,
< Robert-Houdin every evening at eight o'clock!

"

" And why," another journal asked, pleasantly,

"should not Robert-Houdin perform in Algiers and

yet remain all the while in Paris? Do we not know

that this sorcerer possesses the gift of ubiquity, and

that he often gives performances at Paris, Rome, and

Moscow on the same evening?"

The discussion went on thus for several days, some

denying my presence, others affirming it.

The public of Algiers were willing to accept this'

fact as one of those pleasantries generally denominated

canards, but they also wished to be sure of not being

victims of a delusion if they came to the theatre.
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At length the matter was taken up seriously, and

the editors explained that Mr. Hamilton, on succeed-

ing his brother-in-law, had kept up the old title
;
so

that Robert-Houdin was a term equally applicable to

the performer and to the style of performance.

This curious discussion, the annoyances occasioned

by M. D
, and, as I hope I may believe, the at-

traction of my performance, brought me an enormous

audience. All the tickets were bought beforehand,

and the house was stiflingly hot, for the centigrade

thermometer denoted 35 deg., and we were in the

middle of September.

Poor spectators, how I pitied them ! To judge from

my own sensations, they must all have been mummified

on the spot. I feared that the enthusiasm, as is the

general rule, would be in an inverse ratio to the

temperature; but I had no cause to complain of my

reception, and I drew from this success a happy omen

for the future.

In order not to deprive my
"

official representations,"

as M. de Neveu termed them, of the interest the reader

will expect from them, I will give no details of those

which preceded them, and were so many trial balloons.

I may say the Arabs who came were very few; for
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these men, with their indolent and sensual temper,

consider the happiness of lying on a mat and smoking

far above a spectacle.

Hence the governor, guided by the profound know-

ledge he had of their character, never invited them to

a fete: he sent them a military summons. This oc-

curred for my representations.

As M. de Neveu had announced to me, the expe-

ditionary corps returned to Algiers on the 20th of

October, and the fetes, suspended by the campaign,

were fixed for the 27th. Messengers were sent off to

all parts of the colony, and on the appointed day the

chiefs of the tribes, accompanied by a numerous suite,

found themselves in the presence of the marshal-

governor.

These autumnal fetes, the most brilliant held in

Algeria, and probably unrivalled in any country of

the world, present a picturesque and really remarkable

scene.

I should like to be able to paint here the strange

aspect the capital assumed on the arrival of the youms

of the Tell and the South. The native camp, an in-

extricable pell-mell of huts for men and horses, offering

a thousand contrasts, strange as they were fascinating;
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the brilliant cortege of the governor-general, in the

midst of which the Arab chiefs, with their stern faces,

attracted the eye by the luxury of their costumes, the

beauty of their horses, and the brilliancy of their gold-

broidered trappings; and the marvellous hippodrome,

situated between the sea, the smiling hill of Mustapha,

and the plain of Hussein-Dey, over which gloomy

mountains cast a sombre shade. But I will say nothing

about all this. Nor will I describe those military

exercises called a Fantasia, in which twelve hundred

Arabs, mounted on splendid steeds, and uttering wild

cries as if on the battle-field, displayed the utmost

vigour, skill, and intelligence men can possess. Nor

will I speak of the admirable exhibition of Arab

stallions, each exciting the most lively satisfaction as it

passed ;
for all this has been already described, and I

am longing to reach my own performances, which, I

may say, formed not the least interesting part of this

fete. I will only allude to one circumstance, which

struck me peculiarly.

I saw a horseman, mounted on a magnificent Arab

steed, beat all the winners in a final heat. This horse-

man was twelve years of age, and could pass under his

horse without stooping.
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The races lasted three days, and I was to give my

performances at the end of the second and third.

Before beginning, I will say a word about the

Algiers theatre.

It is a very neat house, in the style of the Varie"tes

at Paris, and decorated with considerable taste. It is

situated at the extremity of the Rue Bab-Azoun, on

the place bearing that name, and the fa9ade is pecu-

liarly elegant.

On first seeing this immense edifice, it would be

assumed that the interior was enormous : but it is

nothing of the sort. The architect has sacrificed

everything to the claims of public order and ventila-

tion, while the stairs, passages, and green-room occupy

as much space as the house itself. Perhaps the archi-

tect took into consideration the limited number of

theatre-going people in Algiers, and thought that a

small house would offer performers a better chance of

success.
*

On the 28th of October, the day appointed for my
first performance before the Arabs, I reached my post

at an early hour, and could enjoy the sight of their

entrance into the theatre.

Each gown, drawn up in companies, was introduced
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separately, and led in perfect order to the places

chosen for it in advance. Then came the turn of

the chiefs, who seated themselves with all the gravity

becoming their character.

Their introduction lasted some time, for these sons

of nature could not understand that they were boxed

up thus, side by side, to enjoy a spectacle, and our

comfortable seats, far from seeming so to them, bo-

thered them strangely. I saw them fidgeting about

for some time, and trying to tuck their legs under

them, after the fashion of European tailors.

Marshal Randon, with his family and suite, occu-

pied the two stage-boxes to the right of the stage,

while the prefect and other civilian authorities sat

exactly facing him. As for Colonel de Neveu, he

Was everywhere, as the arranger of the festival.

The caids, agas, bash-agas, and other titled Arabs,

held the places of honour, for they occupied the or-

chestra-stalls and the dress-circle.
*

In the midst of them were several privileged officers,

and, lastly, the interpreters were mingled among the

spectators, to translate my remarks to them.

I was also told that several curious people, having

been unable to procure tickets, had assumed the Arab
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burnous, and, binding the camel's-hair cord round

their foreheads, had slipped in among their new co-

religionists.

This strange medley of spectators was indeed a

most curious sight. The dress-circle, more especially,

presented an appearance as grand as it was imposing.

Some sixty Arab chiefs, clothed in their red mantles

(the symbol of their submission to France), on which

one or more decorations glistened, gravely awaited my

performance with majestic dignity.

I have performed before many brilliant assemblies,

but never before one which struck me so much as this.

However, the impression I felt on the rise of the cur-

tain, far from paralysing me, on the contrary inspired

me with a lively sympathy for the spectators, whose

faces seemed so well prepared to accept the marvels

promised them. As soon as I walked on the stage, I

felt quite at my ease, and enjoyed, in anticipation, the

sight I was going to amuse myself with.

I felt, I confess, rather inclined to laugh at myself

and my audience, for I stepped forth, wand in hand,

with all the gravity of a real sorcerer. Still, I did

not give way, for I was here not merely to amuse a

curious and kind public, I must produce a startling
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effect upon coarse minds and prejudices, for I was en-

acting the part of a French Marabout.

Compared with the simple tricks of their pretended

sorcerers, my experiments must appear perfect miracles

to the Arabs.

I commenced my performance in the most profound,

I might almost say religious, silence, and the attention

of the spectators was so great that they seemed petrified.

Their fingers alone, moving nervously, played with the

beads of their rosaries, while they were, doubtlessly,

invoking the protection of the Most High.

This apathetic condition did not suit me, for I had

not come to Algeria to visit a waxwork exhibition. I

wanted movement, animation, life in fact, around me.

I changed my batteries, and, instead of generalising

my remarks, I addressed them more especially to some

of the Arabs, whom I stimulated by my words, and

still more by my actions. The astonishment then

gave way to a more expressive feeling, which was

soon evinced by noisy outbursts.

This was especially the case when I produced cannon-

balls from a hat, for my spectators, laying aside their

gravity, expressed their delighted admiration by the

strangest and most energetic gestures.



THE INEXHAUSTIBLE COFFEE. 191

Then came greeted by the same success the

bouquet of flowers, produced instantaneously from a

hat; the cornucopia, supplying a multitude of objects,

which I distributed, though unable to satisfy the

repeated demands made on all sides, and still more by

those who had their hands full already; the Jive-franc

pieces, sent across the theatre into a crystal box sus-

pended above the spectators.

One trick I should much have liked to perform was

the inexhaustible bottle, so appreciated by the Parisians

and the Manchester " hands
;

"
but I could not employ

it in this performance, for it is well known the fol-

lowers of Muhammad drink no fermented liquor at

least not publicly. Hence, I substituted the following

with considerable advantage.

I took a silver cup, like those called "
punch-bowls

"

in the Parisian cafes. I unscrewed the foot, and pass-

ing my wand through it, showed that the vessel con-

tained nothing ; then, having refitted the two parts, I

went to the centre of the pit, when, at my command,

the bowl was magically filled with sweetmeats, which

were found excellent.

The sweetmeats exhausted, I turned the bowl over,

and proposed to fill it with excellent coffee; so, gravely
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passing my hand thrice over the bowl, a dense vapour

immediately issued from it, and announced the pre-

sence of the precious liquid. The bowl was full of

boiling coffee, which I poured into cups, and offered

to my astounded spectators.

The first cups were only accepted, so to speak, un-

der protest; for not an Arab would consent to moisten

his lips with a beverage which he thought came

straight from Shaitan's kitchen
; but, insensibly

seduced by the perfume of their favourite liquor, and

urged by the interpreters, some of the boldest decided

on tasting the magic liquor, and all soon followed

their example.

The vessel, rapidly emptied, was repeatedly filled

again with equal rapidity ;
and it satisfied all demands,

like my inexhaustible bottle, and was borne back to

the stage still full.

But it was not enough to amuse my spectators; I

must also, in order to fulfil the object of my mission,

startle and even terrify them by the display of a super-

natural power.

My arrangements had all been made for this pur-

pose, and I had reserved for the end of my per-

formances three tricks, which must complete my repu-

tation as a sorcerer.
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Many of my readers will remember having seen at

my performances a small but solidly-built box, which,

being handed to the spectators, becomes- heavy or

light at my order; a child might raise it with ease,

and yet the most powerful man could not move it

from its place.

I advanced, with my box in my hand, to the centre

of the "
practicable," communicating from the stage to

the pit; then, addressing the Arabs, I said to them:

" From what you have witnessed, you will attribute

a supernatural power to me, and you are right. I

will give you a new proof of my marvellous authority,

by showing that I can deprive the most powerful man

of his strength and restore it at my will. Any one

who thinks himself strong enough to try the experi-

ment may draw near me." (I spoke slowly, in order

to give the interpreter time to translate my words.)

An Arab of middle height, but well built and mus-

cular, like many of the Arabs are, came to my side

with sufficient assurance.

"Are you very strong?" I said to him, measuring

him from head to foot."

"Oh yes !" he replied, carelessly.

"Are you sure you will always remain so?"

VOL. II.
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"
Quite sure."

" You are mistaken, for in an instant I will rob you

of your strength, and you shall become as a little

child."

The Arab smiled disdainfully, as a sign of his incre-

dulity.

"
Stay," I continued

;

"
lift up this box."

The Arab stooped, lifted up the box, and said to

me, coldly, "Is that all?"

Wait !" I replied.

Then, with all possible gravity, I made an imposing-

gesture, and solemnly pronounced the words :

" Behold ! you are weaker than a woman
; now, try

to lift the box."

The Hercules, quite cool as to my conjuration, seized

the box once again by the handle, and gave it a vio-

lent tug, but this time the box resisted, and, spite of

his most vigorous attacks, would not budge an inch.

The Arab vainly expended on this unlucky box a

strength which would have raised an enormous weight,

until, at length, exhausted, panting, and red with

anger, he stopped, became thoughtful, and began to

comprehend the influences of magic.

He was on the point of withdrawing; but that would

be allowing his weakness, and that he, hitherto re-
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spected for his vigour, had become as a little child.

This thought rendered him almost mad.

Deriving fresh strength from the encouragements his

friends offered him by word and deed, he turned a

glance round them, which seemed to say :
" You will

see what a son of the desert can do."

He bent once again over the box : his nervous hands

twined round the handle, and his Iegs5 placed on either

side like two bronze columns, served as a support for

the final effort.

But, wonder of wonders ! this Hercules, a moment

since so strong and proud, now bows his head; his

arms, riveted to the box, undergo a violent muscular

contraction; his legs give way, and he falls on his

knees with a yell of agony !

An electric shock, produced by an inductive appa-

ratus, had been passed, on a signal from me, from the

further end of the stage into the handle of the box.

Hence the contortions of the poor Arab !

It would have been cruelty to prolong this scene.

I gave a second signal, and the electric current was

immediately intercepted. My athlete, disengaged from

his terrible bondage, raised his hands over his head.

Allah ! Allah !" he exclaimed, full of terror; then,

02
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wrapping himself up quickly in the folds of his

burnous, as if to hide his disgrace, he rushed through

the ranks of the spectators and gained the front

entrance.

With the exception of my stage-boxes and the pri-

vileged spectators, who appeared to take great pleasure

in this experiment, my audience had become grave and

silent, and I heard the words " Shaitan !"
"
Djenoum !"

passing in a murmur round the circle of credulous men,

who, while gazing on me, seemed astonished that I

possessed none of the physical qualities attributed to

the angel of darkness.

I allowed my public a few moments to recover from

the emotion produced by my experiment and the

flight of the herculean Arab.

One of the means employed by the Marabouts to

gain influence in the eyes of the Arabs is by causing a

belief in their invulnerability.

One of them, for instance, ordered a gun to be

loaded and fired at him from a short distance, but in

vain did the flint produce a shower of sparks; the

Marabout pronounced some cabalistic words, and the

gun did not explode.
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The mystery was simple enough; the gun did not

go off because the Marabout had skilfully stopped up

the vent.

Colonel de Neveu explained to me the importance of

discrediting such a miracle by opposing to it a sleight-

of-hand trick far superior to it, and I had the very

article.

I informed the Arabs that I possessed a talisman

rendering me invulnerable, and I defied the best marks-

man in Algeria to hit me.

I had hardly uttered the words, when an Arab, who

had attracted my notice by the attention he had paid

to my tricks, jumped over four rows of seats, and dis-

daining the use of the "
practicable," crossed the or-

chestra, upsetting flutes, clarionets, and violins, esca-

laded the stage, while burning himself at the foot-

lights, and then said, in excellent French,

"I will kill you!"

An immense burst of laughter greeted both the

Arab's picturesque ascent and his murderous inten-

tions, while an interpreter who stood near me told

me I had to deal with a Marabout.

" You wish to kill me !

"
I replied, imitating his

accent and the inflection of his voice. "
Well, I re-
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ply, that though you are a sorcerer, I am a still greater

one, and you will not kill me."

I held a cavalry pistol in my hand, which I pre-

sented to him.

"
Here, take this weapon, and assure yourself it has

undergone no preparation."

The Arab breathed several times down the barrel,

then through the nipple, to assure himself there was a

communication between them, and after carefully ex-

amining the pistol, said:

" The weapon is good, and I will kill you."
" As you are determined, and for more certainty,

put in a double charge of powder, and a wad on the

top."

" It is done."

"Now, here is a leaden ball; mark it^ with your

knife, so as to be able to recognise it, and put it in

the pistol, with a second wad."

" It is done."

" Now that you are quite sure your pistol is loaded,

and that it will explode, tell me, do you feel no re-

morse, no scruple about killing me thus, although I

authorise you to do so ?
"

"
No, for I wish to kill you," the Arab repeated,

coldly.
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Without replying, I put an apple on the point of a

knife, and, standing a few yards from the Marabout,

ordered him to fire.

" Aim straight at the heart," I said to him.

My opponent aimed immediately, without the

slightest hesitation.

The pistol exploded, and the bullet lodged in the

centre of the apple.

I carried the talisman to the Marabout, who recog-

nised the ball he had marked.

I could not say that this trick produced greater

stupefaction than the one preceding it: at any rate,

my spectators, palsied by surprise and terror, looked

round in silence, seeming to think,
" Where the deuce

have we got to here !

"

A pleasant scene, however, soon unwrinkled many

of their faces. The Marabout, though stupified by

his defeat, had not lost his wits; so, profiting by the

moment when he returned me the pistol, he seized the

apple, thrust it into his waist-belt, and could not be

induced to return it, persuaded as he was that he pos;

sessed in it an incomparable talisman.

For the last trick in my performance, I required

the assistance of an Arab.



200 MEMOIRS OF ROBERT-HOUDItf.

At the request ofseveral interpreters, a young Moor,

about twenty years of age, tall, well built, and richly

dressed, consented to come on the stage. Bolder and

more civilised, doubtlessly, than his comrades of the

plains, he walked firmly up to me.

I drew him towards the table that was in the centre

of the stage, and pointed out to him and to the other

spectators that it was slightly built and perfectly

isolated. After which, without further preface, I

told him to mount upon it, and covered him with an

enormous cloth cone, open at the top.

Then, drawing the cone and its contents on to a

plank, the ends of which were held by my servant

and myself, we walked to the foot-lights with our

heavy burden, and upset it. The Moor had disap-

peared the cone was perfectly empty !

Immediately there began a spectacle which I shall

never forget.

The Arabs were so affected by this last trick, that,

impelled by an irresistible feeling of terror, they rose

in all parts of the house, and yielded to the influence

of a general panic. To tell the truth, the crowd of

fugitives was densest at the door of the dress-circle,

and it could be seen, from the agility and confusion of
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these high dignitaries, that they were the first to wish

to leave the house.

Vainly did one of them, the Caid of the Beni-

Salah, more courageous than his colleagues, try to re-

strain them by his words :

"Stay! stay! we cannot thus lose one of our co-

religionists. Surely we must know what has become

of him, or what has been done to him. Stay ! stay !

"

But the co-religionists only ran away the faster, and

soon the courageous ca'id, led away by their example,

followed them.

They little knew what awaited them at the door of

the theatre ;
but they had scarce gone down the steps

when they found themselves face to face with the

" resuscitated Moor."

The first movement of terror overcome, they sur-

rounded the man, felt and cross-questioned him ; but,

annoyed by these repeated questions, he had no better

resource than to escape at full speed.

The next evening the second performance took

place, and produced nearly the same effect as the pre-

vious one.

The blow was struck: henceforth the interpreters
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and all those who had dealings with the Arabs re-

ceived orders to make them understand that my pre-

tended miracles were only the result of skill, inspired

and guided by an art called prestidigitation, in no way
connected with sorcery.

The Arabs doubtlessly yielded to these arguments,

for henceforth I was on the most friendly terms with

them. Each time a chief saw me, he never failed to

come up and press my hand. And, even more, these

men whom I had so terrified, when they became my
friends, gave me a precious testimony of their esteem

I may say, too, of their admiration, for that is their

own expression.

Three days had elapsed since my last performance,

when I received a despatch from the governor, order-

ing me to be at the palace by twelve o'clock, military

time.

Of course I kept the appointment, and the last stroke

of twelve was still striking by the clock of the neigh-

bouring mosque when I sent in my name at the palace

A staff officer immediately came to me.

" Come with me, M. Robert-Houdin," he said, with

a half mysterious air. "I am ordered to conduct

you."

I followed my conductor, and, as the door of a mag-
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nificent room was open at the end of a gallery we

crossed, I saw a strange sight. Some thirty of the

most important Arab chiefs were arranged in a circle,

of which I naturally formed the centre when I entered

the room.

" Salam aleikoum !

"
they said, in a grave and

almost solemn voice, as they laid their hands on their

hearts.

I first returned this salutation by bowing in the

French fashion, and then by several hand-shakings,

beginning with those chiefs whose acquaintance I had

already formed.

At the head was the Bash-Aga Bou-Allem, the

African Rothschild, in whose tent I had drunk my
coffee at the Arab camp during the races.

Next came the Caiid Assa, with a wooden leg, who

had also offered me pipes and coffee in the same en-

campment. As this chief did not understand a word

of French, my friend Boukandoura was enabled, during

a visit we paid him, to tell me the history of the wooden

leg in his presence.
"
Assa," my friend said,

"
having had his leg

shattered in an affair against the French, owed his

escape to the speed of his horse. Once in a place of

safety, he himself cut off his leg above the knee, and
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then, in his wild energy, thrust the mutilated stump

into a^vessel full of boiling pitch, in order to stop the

hemorrhage."

Wishing to return the salutations I had received, I

went round the group, offering my hand to each- in

turn. But my task was remarkably abridged, for the

ranks thinned at my approach, as many of the com-

pany had not the courage to take the hand of a man

they had seriously regarded as a sorcerer or the demon

in person.

This incident, however, did not disturb the ceremony

in any way. After a laugh at the pusillanimity of the

fugitives, each reassumed that gravity which is the

normal condition of the Arab countenance.

Then the most aged chief in the assembly advanced

towards me, and unrolled an enormous MS. It was

an address, written in verse, a perfect masterpiece of

native caligraphy, and adorned with graceful arabesques

drawn by hand.

The worthy Arab, who was at least seventy years of

age, then read, in a loud voice, the piece of Mussulman

poetry, which was perfectly unintelligible to me, as I

knew only three words of Arabic.

When the reading was ended, the orator drew from
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his belt the signet of his tribe, and solemnly placed it

at the bottom of the page. The principal Arab chiefs

and dignitaries followed his example, and when all the

seals had been affixed, my old friend took the paper,

and after assuring himself the imprints were quite

dry, he rolled it up and presented it to me, saying, in

excellent French, and in a tone that revealed his

sincerity :

"To a merchant, gold is given; to a warrior, arms

are offered; to thee, Robert-Houdin, we present a

testimony of our admiration, which thou canst hand

down to thy children." And, translating a verse he

had just read in Arabic, he added, "Pardon us for

presenting thee with such a trifle, but is it fitting

to offer mother-o'-pearl to the man who possesses the

real jewel?"

I avow very frankly that never in my life did I

experience such sweet emotion never had my success

penetrated so fully to my heart; and, moved more

than I can express, I turned to wipe away a tear

of sympathy.

These details, as well as the following, certainly

wound my modesty a little, but I cannot make up my
mind to pass them over in silence; hence, I must
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beg the reader to accept them as a mere picture of

manners.

I declare, too, that the thought never entered my
mind of having deserved such praise, and yet I cannot

refrain from feeling as much flattered as grateful for

this homage, and regarding it as the most precious

souvenir of my professional career.

This declaration made, I will furnish a translation of

the address, in the words used by the caligrapher

himself :

"
Homage offered to Robert-Houdin, by the chiefs

of the Arab tribes, after his performances given at

Algiers on the 28th and 29th of October, 1856.

" GLORY TO GOD,

who teaches us what we know not, and enables us to

express the treasures of the mind by the flowers of

eloquence and the signs of writing.

"Generous-handed destiny has sent down from

above, in the midst of lightning and thunder, like

a powerful and fertilising rain, the marvel of the

moment and the age, him who cultivates the sur-

prising arts and marvellous sciences the

Houdin.
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" Our century has seen no one comparable with him.

The splendour of his talent surpasses the most brilliant

productions of past ages. Our age is the more illus-

trious because it has possessed him.

" He has known how to stir our hearts and astonish

our minds, by displaying to us the surprising facts of

his marvellous science. Our eyes were never before

fascinated by such prodigies. What he accomplishes

cannot be described. We owe him our gratitude for

all the things by which he has delighted our eyes and

our minds; hence, our friendship for him has sunk

into our hearts like a perfumed shower, and our

bosoms preciously conceal it.

" We shall in vain attempt to raise our praises to the

height of his merit; we must lower our brows before

him and pay him homage, so long as the benevolent

shower fertilises the soil, so long as the moon illumi-

nates the night, so long as clouds come to temper the

heat of the sun.

"Written by the slave of God,

" ALI-BEN-EL-HADJI MOUSSA.

" Pardon us for presenting thee with," &c. &c.

Then follow the seals and signatures of the chiefs of

the tribes.
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After the ceremony was over, and the Arabs had

left us, the marshal-governor, whom I had not seen

since my performances, being desirous to give me an

idea of the effect they had produced on the minds of

the natives, quoted the following incident :

A Kabyle chief, who had come to Algiers to make

his submission, was taken to my first performance.

The next day, at an early hour, he went to the

palace, and asked to speak with the governor.

" I have," he said to the marshal,
" to ask your per-

mission to return immediately to my tribe."

"You must be aware," the marshal replied, "that

the forms are not yet filled up, and the papers will not

be in order for three days ; you will, therefore, remain

for that period."

"Allah is great," the Arab said, "and if it pleaseth

Him I shall go away before; you will not be able

to stop me."

" You will not go, I feel certain, if I forbid it. But

tell me, why are you in such a hurry to leave?"

" After what I saw yesterday I don't wish to stay in

Algiers; a misfortune would happen to me."

" Did you regard the miracles as real?"

The Kabyle surveyed the marshal with an air of
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astonishment, and, without replying directly to the

question addressed him, said:

" Instead of killing your soldiers in conquering the

Kabyles, send your French Marabout to the most rebel

tribes, and before a fortnight he will bring them all to

you."

The Kabyle did not leave, for the interpreters

managed to remove his fears
;

still he was one of those

who kept furthest aloof from me during the ceremony

I have described.

Another Arab also said, on leaving one of my per-

formances :

" Our Marabouts must now do very great miracles

to astonish us."

These statements from the governor's own lips were

very agreeable to me, for up to that moment I had felt

rather uneasy; and although I was certain I had pro-

duced a startling impression by my performances, I

was enchanted at learning that the object of my mission

had been carried out according to the wishes of govern-

ment. In addition, before I started for France, the

marshal was kind enough to assure me once again that

my performances in Algeria had produced the happiest

effect in the minds of the natives.

VOL. II. P
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Although my performances were ended, I was in no

hurry to return to France. I was curious, in my turn,

to witness a conjuring performance of the Marabouts,

or other native jugglers. I had also promised several

Arab chiefs to visit them in their douars^ and I wished

to enjoy this double pleasure.

There are few Frenchmen who, after a short stay in

Algeria, have not heard of the A'issaoua and their

marvels. The stories I had been told of the experi-

ments performed by the followers of Sid-Aissa had in-

spired me with the liveliest desire to see them, and I

was persuaded that all their miracles were only more or

less ingenious tricks, which I should be able to detect.

As M. le Colonel Neveu had promised me the op-

portunity of seeing them, he kept his word.

On a day chosen by the Mokaddem, the usual presi-

dent of this sort of meeting, we went, accompanied by

several staff officers and their wives, to an Arab house,

and proceeded through a low archway into the inner

court, where the ceremony was to take place. Lights

artistically fixed on the walls, and carpets spread on the

pavement, awaited the arrival of the brothers, while a

cushion was reserved for the Mokaddem.

We all took our seats where we should not disturb
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the performance, and our ladies went up to a gallery on

the first floor, and thus represented our dress-boxes.

But I will let Colonel Neveu himself describe this

scene, by copying verbatim from his interesting work

"The Religious Orders among the Mussulmans of

Algeria :"

" The A'issaoua entered, formed a circle in the court-

yard, and soon began their chants. These were at first

slow and solemn chants, that lasted a long time; then

came the praises of Sidi-Muhammad-Ben -
A'issa,

founder of the order; after which the Brethren and

the Mokaddem, taking up cymbals and tambourines,
i

gradually increased the speed of the chanting.

u After about two hours the songs had become

wild cries, and the gestures of the Brethren had fol-

lowed the same impulse. Suddenly some ofthem rose

and formed a line, dancing, and pronouncing as gut-

turally as they could, and with all the vigour of their

energetic lungs, the sacred name of Allah. This word,

issuing from the mouths of the Aissaoua, seemed rather

a savage growl than an invocation addressed to the-

Supreme Being. Soon the noise increased, the most

extravagant gestures began, while turbans fell off and

exposed their shorn heads, which look like those of

P2
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vultures; the long folds of their red sashes became

unfastened, embarrassing their movements and in-

creasing the disorder.

"Then the Aissaoua moved about on their hands

and knees, imitating the movements of wild animals.

They seemed to be acting under the influence of some

muscular force, and they forgot they were men.

" When the excitement had reached its height, and

the perspiration was running down their bodies, the

A'issaoua began their juggling. They called the

Mokaddem their father, and asked him for food; he

gave to some pieces of glasses, which they champed

between their teeth
;
he placed nails in the mouths of

others, but, instead of swallowing them, they carefully

hid their heads in the folds of the Mokaddem's

burnous, in order not to let the audience see them

remove them. Some devoured thorns and thistles;

others passed their tongues over a red-hot iron and

took them in their hands without burning themselves.

One man struck his left arm with his right hand: the

flesh appeared to open, and the blood poured forth

abundantly ;
then he passed his hand over his arm,

the wound closed, and the blood disappeared. An-

other leaped on to the edge of a sabre held by two
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men, and did not cut his feet
; while others produced

from small leathern sacks scorpions and serpents, which

they boldly placed in their mouths."

I had concealed myself behind a pillar, whence I

could survey everything without being noticed. I in-

sisted on not being the dupe of these mysterious

tricks : hence I paid the closest attention.

Both through the remarks I made on the scene of

action, and the ulterior researches I undertook, I am

now in a position to give a satisfactory explanation of

the miracles of the Aissaoua. But, not to interrupt

rny narrative, I will refer the reader who is anxious for

these details to the end of this volume, and the special

chapter I have christened A COURSE OF MIRACLES.

I believe myself the more competent to supply these

explanations, as some of the tricks belong to conjuring

proper, and others are based on phenomena drawn

from the physical sciences.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Excursion in the Interior of Africa The Abode of a Bash-Aga A
comical Repast A Soire'e of Arab Dignitaries A Marabout mys-
tified Tent-life in AlgeriaI return to France A terrible Storm

' Conclusion.

ONCE possessed of the secret of the juggling per-

formed by the A'issaoua, I was able to start for the

interior of Africa. I therefore set out, provided with

letters from Colonel de Neveu, to several heads of the

Arab department, his subordinates, and I took with me

Mme. Robert-Houdin, who was quite delighted at the

thought of making this excursion.

We were going to visit the Arab beneath his tent or

in his house; eat his "
couscoussou," which we only

knew by name
; study for ourselves the domestic

manners and customs of Africa : this was certainly

enough to inflame our imagination. So much was

this the case, that I hardly ever thought that the
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month in which we should re-embark for France

would be the one in which the Mediterranean is so

stormy.

Among the Arabs who had invited me to visit

them, Bou-Allem-Ben-Sherifa, Bash-Aga of the

D'jendel, had pressed me so strongly that I deter-

mined on commencing my round of visits with him.

Our journey from Algiers to Medeah was most

prosaic, for a diligence conveyed us there in two days.

Apart from the interest inspired in us by the peculiar

vegetation of Algeria, as well as the famous peak of

the Mouza'ia, which we passed at a gallop, the incidents

of the journey were the same as on any French high

road. The hotels were kept by Frenchmen, and you

dined at the table d'hote on the same fare, at the same

price, and with the same attendance. This bagman's

existence was not what we had anticipated on leaving

Algiers. Hence, we were delighted to get out at

Medeah, as the diligence did not follow the same road

as ourselves beyond this point.

Captain Ritter, head of the Arab office at Medeah,

to whom I went, had seen my performances at Algiers :

hence, I had no occasion to hand him the letter of

recommendation addressed to him by M. de Neveu.
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He received me with great affability, and Mme. Hitter

joined her entreaties to her husband's that we should

visit the town. I indeed regretted being obliged to

leave such agreeable persons the next morning; but I

was obliged to hurry my tour over before the autumnal

rains set in, which render the roads impracticable, and

often, indeed, very dangerous.

The captain acceded to my wishes; he lent us two

horses from his stable, and gave us as a guide to Bou-

Allem's a caid who spoke French excellently.

This Arab had been caught when quite a youth in

a hut which Abd-ul-Khadr had been forced to abandon

after one of his numerous defeats. The government

sent the lad to the Louis-le-Grand College, where he

got on excellently in his studies. But, constantly

pursued by the remembrance of his African sky, and

the national " couscoussou" our bachelor of arts asked

the favour of being sent back to Algeria. Owing to

his education he was made caid of a small tribe, whose

name I have forgotten, but which lay on the route we

were going to take.

My guide whom I will call Muhammad, because I

have forgotten his name also (for Arab names are

difficult to remember by those who have not lived
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some time in Algeria) Muhammad, then, was accom-

panied by four Arabs of his tribe : two of them were

to carry our baggage, and the other two wait upon us.

All were mounted, and proceeded before us.

We started at eight in the morning, as our first

stage was not to be long, for Muhammad assured me

that, if it pleased God (a formula a true believer never

omits in speaking of the future), we should arrive at

his house in time for breakfast. In fact, about three

hours after we had set out, our little caravan reached

Muhammad's modest donar, and we dismounted in

front of a villa, entirely composed of branches, of

which the roof was hardly of man's height. This was

the caid's reception-room.

The door was opened, and our guide showed us the

way by walking in first. Only one piece of furniture

ornamented the interior; it was a small wooden stool,

which my wife converted into a seat. Muhammad

and I seated ourselves on a carpet, which an Arab had

spread at our feet, and breakfast was soon served up.

Muhammad, who, I fancy, wished to gain our pardon

for a grave crime he was about to commit, treated us

sumptuously, and almost in the French style.
A rich

soup, roast fowls, various ragouts, which I cannot
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describe, as my culinary studies have been very limited,

and pastry, which Felix himself would not have dis-

owned, were placed before us in turn. More than

that, my wife and I had been handed an iron knife,

fork, and spoon an unheard of thing at an Afab's.

The meal had been brought from an adjacent gourbi,

where the caid's mother resided. This lady had lived

in Algiers for a long time, where she had acquired the

skill of which she had just offered us a specimen.

As for Muhammad, he had resumed the fashions of

his ancestors, with the Mussulman costume, and lived

on dates and "
couscoussou," save when he had any

guests, which was extremely rare.

Our breakfast over, the host advised to set out

again, if we wished to reach Bou-Allem's before night-

fall; and we followed his advice.

From Medeah to Muhammad's douar we had fol-

lowed a tolerable road, but on leaving his house we

entered on a barren and desert country, where we saw

no other signs of a road than those left by ourselves.

The sun poured its most torrid beams upon our heads,

and we found no shade along our route to protect us

from it. Frequently, too, our progress became very

laborious, for we came to ravines, into which we had

to descend at the risk of our horses' knees and our
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own necks. To restore our patience, our guide told

us we should soon reach more even ground, and we

continued our journey.

About two hours after leaving our first halt, Mu-

hammad quitted us at full gallop, saying he would

soon return, and disappeared behind a mound.

We never saw our caid again.

I learned, afterwards, that in his jealousy of Bou-

Allem's wealth, he preferred incurring a punishment

sooner than pay a visit to his rival.

This flight rendered my wife and myself very un-

comfortable, and we exchanged our ideas on the sub-

ject, with no fear of. being understood by our guides.

We were alarmed by the bad example given by Mu-

hammad. Suppose the four Arabs were to imitate

their chief, and also abandon us ! What would be-

come of us in a country where, even if we were to

meet anybody, we could not make him understand

our wishes?

But we escaped with the fear. Our worthy guides

remained faithful to us, and were even very polite and.

attentive during the journey. Besides, as Muhammad

had told us, we soon reached a road leading us straight

to the abode of Bou-Allem.

Compared with the ca'id's house, the bash-aga's
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might be considered a princely residence, less, how-

ever, through the architectural beauty of the buildings

than through their extent. As in all Arab houses,

only walls could be seen from without
;

all the win-

dows looked on court-yards or gardens.

Bou-Allem and his son, warned of our arrival, came

to meet us, and paid us in Arabic compliments I did

not understand, but which I supposed to be the usual

salamalecks, that is to say :

" Be ye welcome, oh ye invited of Deity !

"

Such, however, was my confidence, that, whatever

might have been said to me, I should have accepted

it as a compliment.

We dismounted, and sat down upon a stone bench,

where coffee was soon served up to us. In Algeria

people drink coffee and smoke the whole day long.

It is true that this beverage is not made so strong as

in France, and the cups are very small.

Bou-Allem, after lighting a pipe, handed it to me:

it was an honour he did me to let me smoke after

him, and I could not decline it, though I might have

preferred it to be just the " other way about."

As I have already stated, I only knew three or four

words of Arabic, and with such a poor vocabulary it
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was difficult to talk with my hosts. Still, they evi-

denced great joy at my arrival, for every moment they

renewed their protestations, while laying their hands

on their hearts. I replied by similar signs, and hence

had not to draw on my imagination to keep up the

conversation.

Later, however, urged by an appetite whose prompt

satisfaction I did not calculate on, I ventured on a new

pantomime. Laying my hand on the pit of my

stomach, and assuming a suffering air, I tried to make

Bou-Allem comprehend that we required more sub-

stantial food than civil compliments. The intelligent

Arab understood me, and gave orders for the meal to

be hastened on.

In the mean while, and to keep us quiet, he offered,

by gestures, to show us his apartments.

We ascended a small stone staircase, and, on arriv-

ing at the first floor, our guide opened a door, which

offered this peculiarity, that, to pass through it, you

were obliged to lower your head and lift your foot

simultaneously. In other words, this door was so low,

that a man of ordinary height could not pass through

it without stooping, and, as the floor was raised, you

were obliged to step up on it.
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This chamber was the bash-aga's reception-room;

the walls were covered with red arabesques relieved

with gold, and the ground strown with magnificent

Turkey carpets. Four divans, covered with rich silk

stuffs, completed the entire furniture, with a small

mahogany table, on which were spread pipes, porce-

lain coffee-cups, and other objects especially used by

Mussulmans. Among them, Bou-Allem took up a

flask filled with rose-water, and poured it on our

hands. The perfume was delicate : unfortunately, our

host wished to do things grandly, and in order to

show the esteem he held us in, employed the rest of

the bottle in literally sprinkling us from head to foot.

We visited two other large rooms, more simply

decorated than the first, and in one of them was an

enormous divan. Bou-Allem made us comprehend

that was where he slept.

These details would have been very interesting at

any other moment, but we were dying of hunger, and,

according to the proverb,
" a starving belly has nei-

ther eyes nor ears." I was just going to recommence

my famous pantomime, when, in passing through a

small room, in which the only furniture was a carpet,

our cicerone opened his mouth, pointed with his finger
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that something was going to be placed in
it,

and

thus made us understand we were in the dining-room.

I laid my hand on my heart to express all the pleasure

I experienced.

By Bou-Allem's invitation we sat down on the

carpet, round a large waiter put down in place of a

table.

Once seated, two Arabs came in to wait on us.

In France, servants wait with their heads uncovered
;

in Algeria, they keep on their head-covering; but, in

return, as a mark of respect, they leave their shoes at

the door, and serve barefooted. Between our servants

and those of the Arabs the only difference is from

head to foot.

We were the only guests seated with Bou-Allem,

for the son had not the honour of dining with his

father, who always ate alone.

A species of salad-bowl, filled with something like

pumpkin soup, was brought in, and I am very fond of

that dish.

" What a fortunate thing," I said to my wife,

" Bou-Allem has guessed my taste; how I will do

honour to his cook."

My host, doubtlessly, understood the meaning of
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my remark, for, after offering us each a clumsy wooden

spoon, he begged us to follow his example, and

plunged his weapon in up to the wrist. We imitated

him.

I soon took out an enormous spoonful, which I

hastily lifted to my mouth
;
but I had scarce tasted it

ere I exclaimed, with a horrible grimace :

"Pouah! what can that be? My mouth is on

fire."

My wife withdrew the spoonful she had raised to

her lips, but either her appetite or her curiosity in-

duced her to taste it. She did so, but soon joined me

in coughing. It was a regular pepper-pot.

While apparently vexed at this contretemps, our

host swallowed enormous spoonfuls of the soup, and

each time he stretched out his arm with an air of

beatitude, intended to convey to us " And yet how

good it is."

The soup-tureen was taken away almost empty.

"Bueno! bueno!" Bou-Allem exclaimed, pointing

to a dish just placed before us.

Bueno is Spanish, and the worthy bash-aga, know-

ing two or three words of that language, was not

vexed to display his learning to us.
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This famous dish was a species of ragout, bearing

some affinity to haricot mutton. When I lived at

Belleville, this was the masterpiece of Mme. Auguste,

and I always gave it a very good reception. Hence,

in remembrance of my good old cook, I was about to

fall on the ragout; but I looked around in vain for a

fork, a knife, or even the wooden spoon handed us for

the soup.

Bou-Allem released me from the dilemma; he showed

me, by himself plunging his fingers into the dish, that

a fork was a very useless instrument.

As hunger tormented us, we overcame our repug-

nance, and my wife, to encourage me, delicately fished

up a small piece of mutton. The sauce was very highly

spiced, but still, by eating very little meat and a great

deal of bread, we were enabled to render the poison

innocuous.

That I might be agreeable to my host, I unfortu-

nately repeated the Spanish words he had taught me.

This compliment, which he believed sincere, caused

him extreme pleasure, and he drew out from the dish a

bone with meat hanging to it, and after tearing off some

pieces with his nails, offered them politely to my wife.

I wondered how Madame Houdin would get rid of

VOL. II. Q
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this singular present; but she did so much more

cleverly than I expected. Bou-Allem having turned

his head to give an order, the piece of meat was restored

to the dish with astounding craft, and we were much

inclined to laugh when our host, unsuspectingly, took

this very piece of mutton for his own gratification.

We welcomed with great satisfaction a roast fowl

served after the ragout; I took on myself to carve it,

or, in other words, to tear it asunder with my fingers,

and I did so most delicately. We found it so much

to our taste that not a particle was left.

Then came other dishes, which we tasted with due

care, among them being the famous "
couscoussou,"

which I found detestable, and the meal terminated with

sweetmeats.

Our hands were in a deplorable condition, and an

Arab brought us each a basin and soap to wash them.

Bou-Allem, after performing the operation, and wash-

ing his beard with the greatest care, took a handful of

soapsuds and rinsed his mouth. This was the only

liquor served at table.

After dinner we proceeded to another room, and, on

the road, were joined by a young Arab whom Bou-

Allem had sent for. This man had been for a long
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time servant at Algiers, and spoke French excellently;

hence he would serve as our interpreter.

We entered a small room very elegantly decorated,

in which were two divans.

"This," our host said, "is the room reserved for

guests of distinction; you can go to bed when you

like, but if you are not tired, I would ask your leave

to present to you several chief men of my tribe, who,

having heard of you, wish to see you."

66 Let them come in," I said, after consulting Madame

Houdin,
" we will receive them with pleasure."

The interpreter went out, and soon brought in a

dozen old men, among whom were a Marabout and

several talebs, whom the bash-aga appeared to hold

in great deference.

They sat down in a circle on carpets and kept up a

very lively conversation about my performances at

Algiers. This learned society discussed the proba-

bility of the marvels related by the chief of the tribe,

who took great pleasure in depicting his impressions

and those of his co-religionists at the sight of the-

miracles I had performed.

Each lent an attentive ear to these stories, and re-

garded me with a species of veneration ;
the Marabout

Q2
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alone displayed a degree of scepticism, and asserted that

the spectators had been duped by what he called a

vision.

Jealous of my reputation as a French sorcerer, I

thought I must perform before the unbeliever a few-

tricks as a specimen of my late performance. I had the

pleasure of astounding my audience, but the Marabout

continued to offer me a systematic opposition, by which

his neighbours were visibly annoyed; the poor fellow

did not suspect, though, what I had in store for him.

My antagonist wore in his sash a watch, the chain

of which hung outside.

I believe I have already mentioned a certain talent

I possess of filching a watch, a pin, a pocket-book, &c.,

with a skill by which several of my friends have been

victimised.

I was fortunately born with an honest and upright

heart, or this peculiar talent might have led me too far.

When I felt inclined for a joke of this nature, I turned

it to profit in a conjuring trick, or waited till my
friend took leave of me, and then recalled him:

"
Stay," I would say, handing him the stolen article,

"
let this serve as a lesson to put you on your guard

against persons less honest than myself."

But to return to our Marabout. I had stolen his
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\vatch as I passed near him and slipped into its place a

five-franc piece.

To prevent his detecting it, and while waiting till I

could profit by my larceny, I improvised a trick. After

juggling away Bou-Allem's rosary, I made it pass

into one of the numerous slippers left at the door by

the guests ;
this shoe was next found to be full of coins,

and to end this little scene comically, I made five-franc

pieces come out of the noses of the spectators. They

took such pleasure in this trick that I fancied I should

never terminate it.
" Douros ! douros !

"
they shouted,

as they twitched their noses. I willingly acceded to

their request, and the douros issued at command.

The delight was so great that several Arabs rolled

on the ground ;
this coarsely expressed joy on the

part of Muhammadans was worth frenzied applause

to me.

I pretended to keep aloof from the Marabout, who,

as I expected, remained serious and impassive.

When calm was restored, my rival began speaking

hurriedly to his neighbours, as if striving to dispel

their illusion, and, not succeeding, he addressed me

through the interpreter :

" You will not deceive me in that way," he said,

with a crafty look.
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"Why so?"

" Because I don't believe in your power."
"
Ah, indeed ! Well, then, if you do not believe

in my power, I will compel you to believe in my
skill."

" Neither in one nor the other."

I was at this moment the whole length of the room

from the Marabout.

"Stay," I said to him; "you see this five-franc

piece?"

" Yes."

" Close your hand firmly, for the piece will go into

it in spite of yourself."

"I am ready," the Arab said, in an incredulous

voice, as he held out his tightly closed fist.

I took the piece at the end of my fingers, so that the

assembly might all see it, then, feigning to throw it at

the Marabout, it disappeared at the word " Pass !

"

My man opened his hand, and, finding nothing in

it, shrugged his shoulders, as if to say,
" You see, I

told you so."

I was well aware the piece was not there, but it was

important to draw the Marabout's attention momen-

tarily from his sash, and for this purpose I employed

the feint.
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" That does not surprise me," I replied,
" for I

threw the piece with such strength that it went right

through your hand, and has fallen into your sash.

Being afraid I might break your watch by the blow, I

called it to me: here it is!" And I showed him the

watch in my hand.

The Marabout quickly put his hand in his waist-

belt, to assure himself of the truth, and was quite

stupified at finding the five-franc piece.

The spectators were astounded. Some among them

began telling their beads with a vivacity evidencing a

certain agitation of mind
;
but the Marabout frowned

without saying a word, and I saw he was spelling over

some evil design.

" I now believe in your supernatural power," he

said;
"
you are a real sorcerer; hence, I hope you will

not fear to repeat here a trick you performed in your

theatre;" and offering me two pistols he held concealed

beneath his burnous, he added,
" Come, choose one of

these pistols; we will load it, and I will fire at you.

You have nothing to fear, as you can ward off all

blows."

I confess I was for a moment staggered; I sought a

subterfuge and found none. All eyes were fixed upon

me, and a reply was anxiously awaited.
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The Marabout was triumphant.

Bou-Allem, being aware that my tricks were only

the result of skill, was angry that his guest should be

so pestered; hence he began reproaching the Mara-

bout. I stopped him, however, for an idea had oc-

curred to me which would save me from my dilemma,,

at least temporarily; then, addressing my adver-

sary:

" You are aware," I said, with assurance,
" that I

require a talisman in order to be invulnerable, and,

unfortunately, I have left mine at Algiers."

The Marabout began laughing with an incredulous-

air.

te
Still," I continued,

" I can, by remaining six hours

at prayers, do without the talisman, and defy your

weapon. To-morrow morning, at eight o'clock, I will

allow you to fire at me in the presence of these Arabs,,

who were witnesses of your challenge."

Bou-Allem, astonished at such a promise, asked me

once again if this offer were serious, and if he

should invite the company for the appointed hour.

On my affirmative, they agreed to meet before the

stone bench I have already alluded to.

I did not spend my night at prayers, as may be sup-
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posed, but I employed about two hours in ensuring my

invulnerability ; then, satisfied with the result, I slept

soundly, for I was terribly tired.

By eight the next morning we had breakfasted, our

horses were saddled, and our escort was awaiting the

signal for our departure, which would take place after

the famous experiment.

None of the guests were absent, and, indeed, a great

number of Arabs came in to swell the crowd.

The pistols were handed me; I called attention to

the fact that the vents were clear, and the Marabout

put in a fair charge of powder and drove the wad

home. Among the bullets produced, I chose one

which I openly put in the pistol, and which was then

also covered with paper.

The Arab watched all these movements, for his

honour was at stake.

We went through the same process with the second

pistol, and the solemn moment arrived.

Solemn, indeed, it seemed to everybody to the

spectators who were uncertain of the issue, to Madame

Houdin, who had in vain besought me to give up this-

trick, for she feared the result and solemn also to me,

for as my new trick did not depend on any of the
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arrangements made at Algiers, I feared an error, an

act of treachery I knew not what.

Still I posted myself at fifteen paces from the sheik,

without evincing the slightest emotion.

The Marabout immediately seized one of the pistols,

and, on my giving the signal, took a deliberate aim at

me.

The pistol went off, and the ball appeared between

my teeth.

More angry than ever, my rival tried to seize the

other pistol, but I succeeded in reaching it before him.

"You could not injure me," I said to him, "but

you shall now see that my aim is more dangerous than

yours. Look at that wall."

I pulled the trigger, and on the newly whitewashed

wall appeared a large patch of blood, exactly at the

spot where I had aimed.

The Marabout went up to it, dipped his finger in

the blood, and, raising it to his mouth, convinced him-

self of the reality. When he acquired this certainty,

his arms fell, and his head was bowed on his chest, as

if he were annihilated.

It was evident that for the moment he doubted

everything, even the Prophet.
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The spectators raised their eyes to heaven, muttered

prayers, and regarded me with a species of terror.

This scene was a triumphant termination to my

performance. I therefore retired, leaving the audience

under the impression I had produced. We took leave

of Bou-Allem and his son, and set off at a gallop.

The trick I have just described, though so curious,

is easily prepared. I will give a description of
it,

while explaining the trouble it took me.

As soon as I was alone in my room, I took out of

my pistol-case without which I never travel a bullet-

mould.

I took a card, bent up the four edges, and thus made

a sort of trough, in which I placed a piece of wax

taken from one of the candles. When it was melted,

I mixed with it a little lamp-black I had obtained by

putting the blade of a knife over the candle, and then

ran this composition in the bullet-mould.

Had I allowed the liquid to get quite cold, the ball

would have been full and solid; but in about ten

seconds I turned the mould over, and the portion of

the wax not yet set ran out, leaving a hollow ball in

the mould. This operation is the same as that used



236 MEMOIRS OF ROBERT-HOUDIN.

in making tapers, the thickness of the outside depend-

ing on the time the liquid has been left in the mould,

I wanted a second ball, which I made rather more

solid than the other; and this I filled with blood, and

covered the orifice with a lump of wax. An Irishman

had once taught me the way to draw blood from the

thumb, without feeling any pain, and I employed it on

this occasion to fill my bullet.

Bullets thus prepared bear an extraordinary re-

semblance to lead, and are easily mistaken for that

metal when seen a short distance off.

With this explanation, the trick will be easily

understood; After showing the leaden bullet to the

spectators, I changed it for my hollow ball, and openly

put the latter into the pistol. By pressing the wad

tightly down, the wax broke into small pieces, and

could not touch me at the distance I stood.

At the moment the pistol was fired, I opened my
mouth to display the lead bullet I held between my
teeth, while the other pistol contained the bullet filled

with blood, which, bursting against the wall, left its

imprint, though the wax had flown to atoms.

After a pleasant journey, we reached Milianah at



AN EVENING PARTY. 237

four in the afternoon. The head of the Arab office,

Captain Bourseret, received us most kindly, and begged

us to regard his house as our own during the whole

time of our stay.

M. Bourseret resided with his mother, and that

excellent lady showed Madame Robert-Houdin all

those delicate attentions which only a friend of long

standing could have claimed.

Our trip across the D'jendel had fatigued us, hence

we passed the greater portion of the next day in resting

ourselves.

At night, the captain gave a grand dinner, to which

the general commanding, the lieutenant-colonel, and

some notabilities of the town were invited. After the

repast, I thought I could not better repay my polite

reception than*by giving a small performance, in which

I displayed all my skill. As I had told M. Bourseret,

during the day, of my intention, he had invited a

large evening party; and I must suppose my experi-

ments pleased, if I may judge by the greeting they

received. Besides, my public were so favourably

disposed towards me, that they often applauded on

trust, as they could not all see very well.

Milianah was the end of my journey. I could only
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remain three days, if I wished to return to Algiers in

time for the steamer that would convey us to France.

M. Bourseret arranged an excursion for the second

day of my stay at his house to visit the Beni-Menasseh,

a nomadic tribe at that time encamped a few leagues

from Milianah.

At six in the morning we took horse, accompanied

by some of the captain's, friends, and went down the

mountain on which the town is built.

We were escorted by a dozen Arabs attached to the

office, all clothed in red mantles, and armed with guns.

Orders had certainly been given beforehand, for, on

reaching the plain, at the first goum we passed through.

ten Arabs mounted their horses and formed our escort

A little further on another troop joined the first, and

our band, acting like a rolling snow-ball, ended by

attaining considerable proportions. It was composed

of about two hundred Arabs.

After two hours' march, we quitted the high road,

and entered a plain that extended an immense distance

in front of us.

Suddenly, the Arabs who accompanied us, probably

in obedience to a signal from the chief, started off at a

gallop, and proceeded five or six hundred yards ahead.
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There the troop divided, formed four deep, and the

men of the first file rushed upon us, uttering frenzied

cries, as they held their guns to their shoulders and

prepared to fire.

Our little band happened to be in front at this

moment. The Arabs rushed upon us with the velocity

of a steam-engine, and in a few seconds we should

have suffered a collision that must have crushed us all.

A sound of firing was heard : all the horsemen had

discharged their guns with admirable precision over

our heads. Their horses plunged, turned on their

hind legs, and started off at full speed to join the

troop.

The Arab might have been taken for a perfect Cen-

taur, when we saw him, while riding at this frantic

speed, load his gun, and perform with it all the tricks

peculiar to the drum-major.

The first file of horsemen had scarce retired when

the second came forward, and went through a similar

performance, which was repeated at least twenty times.

Our captain had arranged for us the surprise of a

fantasia.

At the noise of the firing some of our horses had

started, but, the first moment of surprise passed, they
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remained perfectly quiet. My wife's horse was an

animal of approved docility, hence it was far less

affected than its rider; still, every one did my wife the

justice of stating that, after the first shock was over,

she remained as calm as the boldest warrior among us.

The fantasia terminated, the Arabs took their place

in the escort again, and within an hour we reached the

tents of the Beni-Menasseh.

The Aga Ben-Amara was awaiting us. On our

arrival he advanced towards us, and humbly kissed the

captain's hand, while other men of his tribe, in order

to do honour to our visit, discharged their guns almost

under our horses' noses. But men and beasts were

case-hardened, and there was not the slightest move-

ment in our ranks.

Ben-Amara conducted us into his tent, where each

sat down at his ease on a large carpet.

Our arrival caused a sensation in the tribe, for while

we were smoking and drinking coffee a large number

of Arabs, impelled by curiosity, ranged themselves in

a circle round us, and in their immobility resembled

an avenue of bronze statues.

We devoted about an hour to the pleasures of con-

versation, waiting for the diffa (meal), which we were
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all impatiently desiring. We even began to find the

time very long, when we saw a procession approaching,

with banners at its head.

These banners puzzled me, and seemed very strange,

for they were folded up. All at once the ranks of our

peaceable spectators opened, and my surprise was great

on finding what I took for banners were only sheep

roasted whole and spitted on long poles.

Two of these sheep-bearers marched in front. They

were followed by some twenty men, ranged in line,

each of whom bore one of the dishes intended to com-

pose our diffa.

These consisted of ragouts and roasts of every

description, the inevitable "
couscoussou," and, lastly, a

dozen dishes of dessert, the handiwork of Ben-Amara's

wives.

This perambulating dinner was a delicious sight,

especially for people whose appetite had been singularly

sharpened by the fresh air and the emotions produced

by the fantasia.

The head cook marched in front, and, like M. Mal-

Irong's officer, carried nothing; but, so soon as he

joined us, he set to work actively. Seizing one of the

VOL. II. R
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sheep, lie unspitted it, and laid it before us on a lordly

dish.

To my companions, nearly all Algerian veterans,

this gigantic roast was no novelty; as for my wife and

myself, the sight of such food would have been enough

to pacify our hunger under other circumstances, but

now we hastened to join the circle round this gigantic

dish, which was worthy of Gargantua.

We were obliged, as at Bou-Allem's, to pull the

animal piecemeal with our fingers ;
each tore off a strip

at will I must confess, at starting, with some repug-

nance. Then, impelled by a ferocious appetite, we fell

on the sheep like wolves, and I know not whether it

was owing to the sauce we all had, but the guests

unanimously declared they had never eaten anything so

good as this roast mutton.

When we had selected the most delicate pieces, our

cook proposed to produce the other animal, but, on our

refusal, he served up roast fowls, to which we did our

manly devoir. Then, turning up our noses at the

pepper-pot and "
couscoussou," which smelled strongly

of rancid butter, we made up for the want of bread

during the meal byoiibblmg excellent little cakes.

There was something really princely about the aga's
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reception, so, to thank him, I proposed to give a small

performance before my numerous spectators, who, in

their passionate admiration, could not leave the ground.

By their chiefs orders they drew nearer and formed a

circle round me. The captain was kind enough to act

as my interpreter, and, thanks to him, I was enabled

to perform a dozen of my best tricks. The effect

produced was such that I could not possibly continue,

for every one fled at my approach. Ben-Amara

assured us they took me for Shaitan himself, but, had

I worn the Muhammadan costume, they would have

cast themselves at my feet as an' envoy from Heaven.

On our return to Milianah, the captain, to crown

this delicious day of pleasure, gave us the spectacle of

a chase, in which the Arabs, galloping at full speed,

caught hares and partridges without once firing.

The following day we took leave of M. Bourseret

and his excellent mother, and proceeded towards

Algiers, but not by a cross road, for we had had

enough of them in traversing the D'jendel. This sort

of party of pleasure, in reality a party of pain, may be

agreeable for once, for it serves to revive in our incon-

stant minds the remembrance of the comfort we have

voluntarily given up. Hence we took the diligence to

K2
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Algiers, and on this occasion fully appreciated all the

advantage of this mode of transport.

The Alexander steamer, which had brought us from

France, was to start within two days, and this was all the

time I had to take leave and thank all those who had

shown me so much kindness.

On quitting Algiers I had the satisfaction of being

conducted on board the vessel by two officers of high

rank, whose kindness I can never repay. M. Palin du

Pare, Colonel of the Marine Staff, and Colonel de

Neveu did not leave me till the wheels had begun to-

turn, and those gentlemen were the last whose hands I

pressed on the African coast.

Were I to describe all my travelling incidents, I

should have a great deal to narrate before I reached

my hermitage at St. Gervais; but I will adhere to my

expressed intention of only alluding to events connected

with my professional life.

A frightful storm at sea a tornado at the summit

of the Pyrenees death staring us in the face twenty

times are events as terrible as they are interest-

ing to relate. But these moving episodes, which

affect all alike, have been already described by far
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more skilful pens than mine, hence my description

would offer no novelty ;
I will content myself, there-

fore, with giving a summary of this terrible return

to France.

A tempest assailed us in the Gulf of Lyons, and

our engines were disabled. Our vessel, after being

tossed about for nine days by the winds, at length

reached the coast of Spain, and we managed to

make the port of Barcelona, where the authorities

would not allow us to land, as we had no passports for

Spain. We coasted this inhospitable country during

.a frightful storm, and at length reached the little

port of Rosas, where we intended to ride out the

tempest.

Here I landed, and crossed the Pyrenees in an open

carriage, a hurricane, the result of the tempest at sea,

threatening to hurl us into an abyss at every moment.

At last we safely reached France, and Marseilles,

where I was obliged to fulfil a promise made to the

managers of the Grand Theatre on my former passage

through the town.

I was, indeed, famously recompensed for the fa-

tigues and dangers of my journey; for the Marseillais

displayed towards me such unexampled kindness, that
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these last performances will ever remain on my
mind as those in which I received the greatest ap-

plause. I could not take my leave of the public in

a more solemn way, and I hastened my return to

St. Gervais.
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CONCLUSION.

I CAN, in ending this work, repeat what I said at the

beginning of my penultimate chapter:
" I have reached

the object of my every hope." But this time, if it

please God, as my guide Muhammad would say, no

temptation will again come to modify my plans of

happiness. I hope still for a long time (always if it

please God) to enjoy that gentle and peaceful exist-

ence which I had scarce tasted when ambition and

curiosity took me to Algiers.

On returning home, I arranged round my study

my performing instruments, my faithful comrades, I

may almost say, my dear friends
;
henceforth I intended

to devote myself to my darling study, the application

of electricity to mechanism.

It must not be believed that, for that purpose, I
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disown the art to which I owe so much pleasure.

The thought is far from me, I am more than ever

proud of having cultivated it, as to it alone I own the

happiness of devoting myself to my new studies.

Besides, I diverge from it less than my readers might

be inclined to suppose, for I have, during a long period,

applied electricity to mechanism, and I must con-

fess if my readers have not already guessed it that

electricity played an important part in many of my

experiments. In reality, my labours of to-day only

differ from the old ones in the form; but they are

still experiments.

A lingering love for my old clockmaking trade has

made me choose chronometro-electrical works as the

objects of my study. I have adopted as my motto,

"
to popularise electric clocks by making them as simple

and exact as possible!
9 And as art always supposes an

ideal which the artist seeks to realise, I already dream

of the day when the electric wires, issuing from a

single regulator, will radiate through the whole of

France, and bear the precise time to the largest towns

and the most modest villages.

In the mean while, devoted to the sacred cause of

progress, I labour incessantly in the hope that my
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humble discoveries will be of some service in the

solution of this important problem.

My performance is ended (I must remind my readers

that I offered them my narrative under this title) ;
but

I live in hope to begin it again soon, for I have still

so many mysteries, great and small, to unveil. Sleight

of hand is an immense quarry on which public

curiosity can work for a long time; hence I do not

take leave of my audience, or rather of my readers,

for in the second form of performance I have adopted

my farewell will not be definitive, until I have exhausted

all that may be said about SLEIGHT OF HAND AND

ITS PROFESSORS. These two words will serve as the

title of the supplemental part of my Memoirs.*

* It is possible that M. Robert-Houdin intends to take this revenge,

owing to the unfair way in which he was treated during his professional

career. In 1850, a man who had been seven years in his service, and

in whom he placed entire confidence, allowed himself to be seduced by the

brilliant offers an amateur made him, and sold the secret of some of his

Master's tricks at a high price. Justice was appealed to and stopped this

disgraceful traffic : the seller was awarded two years' imprisonment!

but the buyer could not be touched, and thus many of M. Houdin's

tricks passed into strange hands.
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CHAPTER IX.

A COURSE OF MIRACLES.

IT has been said of the augurs, that they could not

look at each other without a laugh; it would be the

same with the Aissaoua, if Mussulman blood did not

flow in their veins. At any rate, there is not one

among them who is deceived as to the pretended mi-

racles performed by his brethren, but all lend a hand

to execute them successfully, like a company of

mountebanks, at the head of whom is the Mokaddem.

Even supposing that their pretended miracles

could not be explained, a simple reflection would de-

stroy their prestige. The Aissaoua call themselves in-

vulnerable then, let them ask one of the audience to

place the red-hot iron on their cheek, or some other

part of their persons ; they assert they are invulnerable
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then, let them invite some Zouaves to pass their sabres

through them. After such a spectacle, the most in-

credulous would bow before them.

Were I incombustible and invulnerable, I should

find a pleasure in offering undoubted proofs. I would

put myself on a spit before a scorching fire, and while

roasting, would amuse myself with eating a salad of

pounded glass, seasoned with oil of vitriol. Such a

sight would attract the whole world, and I should

become a prophet.

But the Aissaoua have reason to be prudent in the

performances of these tricks, as I will prove. The

principal miracles are as follow :

1 . Running a dagger into the cheek.

2. Eating the leaves of the prickly pear.

3. Laying the stomach on the edge of a sabre.

4. Playing with serpents.

5. Striking the arm, causing the blood to flow, and

stopping it instantaneously.

6. Eating pounded glass.

7. Swallowing pebbles, bottle-heels, &c.

8. Walking on red-hot iron, or passing the tongue

over a white-hot plate of iron.
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Let us begin with the most simple trick, that of

thrusting a dagger into the cheek.

The Arab who performed this trick turned his back

on me; hence I could get very near him and watch

his movements. He placed against his cheek the point

of a dagger, which was round and blunt as that of a

paper-knife. The flesh, instead of being pierced, went

in for about two inches between the molars, which

were kept apart, exactly as a cake of india-rubber

would do.

This trick is best performed by thin and aged per-

sons, because the flesh of their cheeks is peculiarly

elastic. Now, the Aissaoua fulfilled these conditions

in every respect.

The Arab who ate the prickly pear leaves gave us

no opportunity of inspecting them, and I am inclined to

believe that the leaves had been prepared so as to do

him no injury, otherwise he would not have neglected

this important point, which would have doubled the

merit of the miracle. But even had he shown them

to us, this man went through so many unnecessary

manoeuvres, that he could very easily have changed

them for harmless leaves. In that case, it would be a

fifteenth-rate trick of conjuring.
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In the following experiment, two Arabs held a sabre,

one by the hilt, the other by the point ; a third then

came forward, and after raising his clothes so as to

leave the abdomen quite bare, laid himself flat on the

edge of the blade, while a fourth mounted on his back,

and seemed to press the whole weight of his body on

him.

This trick may be very easily explained.

Nothing proves to the audience that the sabre is

really sharpened, or that the edge is more cutting than

the back, although the Arab who holds it by the point

is careful to wrap it up in a handkerchief; in this

imitating the jugglers who pretend they have cut their

finger with one of the daggers they use in their tricks.

Besides, in performing this trick, the invulnerable

turned his back on the audience.
.
He knew the ad-

vantage to be derived from this circumstance; hence,

at the moment when about to lay himself on the sabre,

he very adroitly pulled back over his stomach that

portion of his clothing he had raised. Lastly, when

the fourth actor mounted on his back, he rested his

hands on the shoulders of the Arabs who held the

sabre. The latter apparently maintained his balance,

but, in reality, they supported the whole weight of his
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body. Hence, the only requirement for this trick is

to have the stomach more or less pressed in, and I will

explain presently that this can be effected without

any injury or danger.

As for the A'issaoua, who place their hands in a bag

filled with serpents, and play with those reptiles, I will

rely on Colonel de Neveu's judgment. This is what

he says in his work already quoted:
" We often pushed our incredulity and curiosity so

far as to order the A'issaoua to come to our house with

their menagerie. All the animals they stated to us

were vipers (lifa), were only innocent lizards (hanech),

and when we offered to put our hand in the bag

holding their reptiles, they hastily retired, convinced

that we were not duped by their tricks."

I will add that these serpents, even had they been

of a dangerous character, could have had their teeth

pulled out, so as to be harmless. In support of this

assertion, I noticed that these reptiles left no wound

where they bit.

I did not see the trick performed of striking the

arm and making the blood issue; but it seems to me

that a small sponge filled with ruddle and concealed

in the striking hand, would be enough to accomplish
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the prodigy. On wiping the arm, the wound is neces-

sarily cured.

When I was a boy, I often made wine come out of

a knife or of my finger, by pressing a small sponge full

of the liquor which I concealed in my hand.

I have often seen men champ wine-glasses between

their teeth, and not hurt themselves; but not one of

them swallowed the fragments. Hence, it was dif-

ficult for me to explain this trick of the Ai'ssaoua, till,

by the assistance offered me by a physician, I found

in the Dictionnaire des Sciences Medicales for 1810,

No. 1143, a paper written by Dr. Lesauvage on the

harmlessness of powdered glass.

This gentleman, after quoting various instances of

people he had seen eat glass, thus describes various

experiments he made on animals :

" After placing a great number of dogs, cats, and

rats on a dietary of pounded glass, the fragments

being two to three lines in length, not one of the

animals was ill, and on opening some ofthem no injury

could be detected all along the alimentary canal. Being

convinced, too, of the harmlessness of swallowing

glass, I determined to take some myself in the pre-

sence of my colleague, M. Cagel, of Professor Lalle-
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mand, and several other persons. I repeated this

experiment several times, and experienced not the

slightest feeling of pain."

These authentic statements ought to have satisfied

me; still, I wished to witness this singular phenomenon

with my own eyes. Hence, I gave one of my house

cats an enormous ball of meat seasoned with pounded

glass. The animal swallowed it with the greatest

pleasure, and seemed even to regret the end of this

succulent meal. My family thought the cat booked

for death, and began deploring my barbarity, but the

next day the animal was perfectly well, and sniffed the

spot where on the previous day it had enjoyed the

meal.

Since that period, whenever I want to indulge a

friend with this sight, I regale my three cats, in turn,

so as not to excite any jealousy among them.

It took me some time, I confess, before I could de-

cide on performing Dr. Lesauvage's experiment on my-

self, and, indeed, I saw no necessity for it. Still, one

day, in the presence of a friend, I performed this

bravado, if it be so
;
I also swallowed my bolus, though

I was careful to pound my glass much finer than what

I gave to my cats. I know not whether it was the
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effect of imagination, but I fancied I enjoyed my
dinner much more than usual: did I owe this to the

pounded glass ? At any rate, it would be a strange way

of arousing the appetite.

When the trick of swallowing bottle-heels and

pebbles was to be done, the Aissaoua really put them

in his mouth, but I believe, I may say certainly, that

he removed them at the moment when he placed his

head in the folds of the Mokaddem's burnous. How-

ever, had he swallowed them, there would have been

nothing wonderful about this, when we compare it with

what was done some thirty years back in France by a

mountebank called " the sabre swallower."

This man, who performed in the streets, threw back

his head so as to form a straight line with his throat,

and really thrust down his gullet a sabre, of which only

the hilt remained outside the mouth.

He also swallowed an egg without cracking it, or

even nails and pebbles, which he caused to resound, by

striking his stomach with his fist.

These tricks were the result of a peculiar formation

in the mountebank's throat, but, if he had lived among

the Aissaoua, he would assuredly have been the lead-

ing man of the company.

VOL. II. S
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Or what would the Arabs have said had they seen

the conjuror who passed a sword right through his

body, and when thus spitted, also thrust a knife

into either nostril up to the handle? I witnessed this

feat, and others have probably done the same.

This trick was, in reality, so terrifying, that the

public would implore the man to leave off; but with-

out troubling himself about their cries, he would

reply, speaking frightfully through his nose,
" that it

did hib no harb," and sing in this singular voice

the " Fleuve du Tage" which he accompanied on a

guitar.

I could not endure the sight of this trick, and would

turn my head away in horror when the troubadour

drew out the sword, and begged us to notice that it

was stained with blood.

Still, on reflection, I was certain the man could not

really pierce his stomach thus, and that there must be

some trick concealed.

My love of the marvellous made me desire to know

it; hence, I applied to the invulnerable, and on con-

dition of a certain sum, and promises not to use it, he

sold me his secret.

I may, in my turn, communicate it to the public
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without asking from them the same promise. The

trick is, however, rather ingenious.

The performer was very thin an indispensable

quality for the success of the trick. He pressed in his

stomach very tightly with a waist-belt, and produced

the following result : the vertebral column being

unable to bend, served as a support, and the intestines

gave way and fell in about half the space they originally

occupied. The mountebank then substituted for the

suppressed part a cardboard stomach which restored

him to his original condition, and the whole being

concealed beneath a flesh-colour tricot, appeared to

form part of his body. On either side, above the hips,

two ribbon rosettes hid the apertures by which the

sword-point would go in and out, these openings

being connected by a leathern scabbard which led the

weapon securely from one end to the other, while, in

order to produce the blood, a sponge filled with a red

liquid was placed in the middle of the sheath. The

knives in the nostrils were a reality. The invulne-

rable was very pug-nosed, which allowed him to draw

the cartilage of the nose up prior to the introduction of

the knives.

I possessed the necessary physical qualifications for

S2
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the sabre trick, but none for that of the knives. I did

not attempt the first, much less the second.

By the way, I may remark that, when a lad, I used

to perform two miracles, which might be useful to the

Aissaoua, if they were ever told of them. I will

explain them here.

The corn-curer who taught me to juggle, also showed

me a very curious trick, consisting in thrusting a small

nail into the right eye, which is then made to pass into

the left eye, thence into the mouth, and end by re-

turning into the right eye.

It may be imagined how I burned with the fire of

necromancy, since I had the courage to practise this

trick, which I found charming. A very disagreeable

circumstance, however, deprived me of my faith in

the effect produced by it.

I sometimes spent the evening at a lady's house

who had two daughters. I thought I could not select

a better place for my first performance, and asked

leave to do the trick. Of course this permission was

granted, and a circle was formed round me.

"
Ladies," I said, with a certain degree of emphasis,

" I am invulnerable. To furnish you with a proof, I

could easily stab myself with a dagger, a knife, or any
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other sharp instrument; but I fear lest the sight of

blood might produce too agitating an effect on you.

Hence, I will offer you another proof of my super-

natural powers." And I performed my famous trick

of " the nail in the eye."

The effect of this scene was most unexpected, for

the performance was scarce over ere one of the young

ladies was taken ill and fainted. The evening's amuse-

ment was disturbed, as may be supposed, and fearing

some recriminations, I bolted without saying a word,

declaring that I would never be caught again at such

tricks.

This, however, is the explanation of the trick :

A small lead or silver pin may be introduced, with-

out the slightest feeling of pain, in the corner of the

eye, near the lacrymal duct, between the lower eyelid

and the pupil; and, strangely enough, this piece of

metal once introduced, you do not in the least notice

its presence. To bring it out again, you need only

press it with the finger.

If desirous to perform the trick I have alluded to,

you proceed in the following way :

After secretly placing one of these small nails in the

left eye, and another in the mouth, you commence as

follows :
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You openly thrust a nail into your right eye, then,

pressing the skin with the end of the finger, you pre-

tend to pass it through the nose into the left eye,

whence you withdraw the one put in beforehand.

This you return again to the eye, and the nail appears

to pass into the mouth, whence you produce the one

already hidden there, and thence into the right eye,

whence you withdraw the one originally inserted.

When this is done, you go on one side and remove

the nail still remaining in the left eye.

But, to return to the last trick of the Aissaoua,

which consists in walking over hot iron, and passing

the tongue over incandescent plates of the same

metal.

The Aissaoua who walks over hot iron does no-

thing extraordinary, if we consider the conditions

under which the trick is performed.

He quickly glides his heel along the iron
;
but the

lower-class Arabs, who all walk with naked feet, have

the lower part of the foot as hard as a horse's hoof,

hence, this horny part burns without occasioning the

slightest pain.

And, besides, may not chance have taught the Ais-

saoua certain precautions known to more than one
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European juggler, before Dr. Sementrici proved their

use and explained them to the public?

Let us quote some performances of our own mounte-

banks, and we shall find that the followers of A'issa

as miracle-mongers are a long way behindhand in

their pretended marvels.

In February, 1677, an Englishman, of the name of

Richardson, came to Paris, and gave some very curious

performances, which proved, according to his state-

ment, his incombustibility.

He was seen to roast a piece of meat on his tongue,

light a piece of charcoal in his mouth by means of a

pair of bellows, seize a bar of red-hot iron in his hand,

or hold it between his teeth.

This Englishman's servant published his master's

secret, which may be found in the Journal des

Sciences*

In 1809, a Spaniard, of the name of Leonetto, gave

performances at Paris. He also handled a bar of red-

hot iron with impunity, passed it through his hair, or

stepped upon it; drank boiling oil, plunged his fingers

into melted lead, put some on his tongue, and

*
1677, first edition, page 41, and second edition, 1680, pp. 24,

147, 252.
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ended his performance by licking a piece of red-hot

iron.

This extraordinary man attracted the attention of

Professor Sementrici, who began carefully watching

him.

The professor remarked that the tongue of the

incombustible was covered with a grey layer, and this

discovery led him to try some experiments on him-

self. He discovered that rubbing in a solution of

alum, evaporated to a spongy state, rendered the skin

insensible to the action of red-hot iron. He also

rubbed himself with soap, and found that even the

hair did not burn when in that state.

Satisfied with these investigations, the physician

rubbed his tongue with soap and a solution of

alum, and the red-hot iron produced no sensation

on him.

The tongue, when thus prepared, could also receive

boiling oil, which grew cold, and could then be

swallowed.

M. Sementrici also detected that the melted lead

Leonetto employed was only Arcet's metal, fusible at

the temperature of boiling water. (For further details
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consult the historic notice of M. Julia de Fontenelle,

in Roret's Manuel des Sorciers, page 181.)

These explanations may appear sufficient to disprove

the pretended incombustibility of the Aissaoua; still,
I

will add a personal fact, whence the conclusion can be

drawn that a man need not be inspired by Allah or

Aissa to play with red-hot metals.

Reading one day the Comus, a scientific review, I

found a critique of a work called Study on Bodies in a

Spheroidal Shape, by M. Boutigny (d'Evreux). The

editor of the review, the Abbe Moigno, quotes several

of the most interesting passages, among them being the

following :

u We passed our fingers through jets of red-hot

metal" (M. Boutigny is speaking).
" We plunged our

hands into moulds and crucibles filled with metal that

had just rim from a Wilkinson, and of which the radia-

tion was insupportable, even at a long distance. We
carried on these experiments for more than two hours,

and Madame Coulet, who was present, allowed her

daughter, a child of from eight to ten years, to put her

hand in a crucible of red-hot metal, which caused not

the slightest injury."
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Knowing the character of the learned abbe, as well

as that of the celebrated naturalist and author of the

work, it was not possible to doubt: still, I must say,

this fact appeared to me so impossible, that my mind

refused to accept it, and I wished to see, that I might

believe.

I decided on calling on M. Boutigny, and expressed

to him my wish to see so interesting an experiment,

while carefully avoiding any expression of doubt on

the subject.

This gentleman received me kindly, and proposed

to repeat the experiment before me, when I might

have an opportunity to wash my hands in molten

metal.

The proposition was attractive, scientifically speak-

ing; but, on the other hand, I had some fears, which

the reader will appreciate, I think. In the event of a

mistake I should reduce my hands to charcoal, and I

was bound to take the greater care of them as they

had been such precious instruments to me. Hence I

hesitated with my reply.

" Do you not place confidence in me?" M. Boutigny

asked.
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"
Oh, certainly, sir, I have plenty of confidence,

but
"

" But you are afraid out with it !

"
the doctor in-

terrupted me, with a laugh.
"
Well, to ease your mind,

I will try the temperature of the liquid before you

place your hands in it."

" And what is about the temperature of molten

metal?"

66 Close on one thousand six hundred degrees."

" One thousand six hundred degrees?" I exclaimed.

" Oh ! the experiment must be splendid: I consent."

On the day appointed by M. Boutigny, we pro-

ceeded to Mr. Davidson's foundry at La Villette, after

he had granted us permission to make the experi-

ment.

I was strangely affected on entering this vast

establishment; the deafening noise produced by the

immense blasts, the flames escaping from the fur-

naces, the sparkling jets transported by powerful

machines and running into gigantic moulds, the wiry,

muscular workmen, blackened by smoke and dust, all .

this medley of men and things produced a strange

and rather solemn effect upon me.



268 MEMOIRS OF ROBERT-HOUDIN.

The manager came up to us and pointed out the

furnace to which we were to proceed for our ex-

periment.

While waiting for a jet of metal to run, we remained

for a few moments in silence near the furnace; then

we commenced the following conversation, which was

certainly not of a nature to encourage me :

" I would only repeat this experiment, which I am

not fond of, for your sake," M. Boutigny said
;

" I

confess that, though I am morally sure of the result,

I always feel an emotion which I cannot dispel."

" If that be the case," I replied,
"
suppose we go? I

will believe your word."

"
No, no; I am bound to show you this curious

phenomenon. But, by the way," the learned doctor

added,
"

let me see your hands."

He took them in his.

"
Hang it," he went on,

"
they are very dry for our

experiment."

"You think so?"

"
Certainly."

" Then it is dangerous?"
" It might be so."
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" In that case, we will go," I said, turning to the

door.

"That would be a pity," my companion replied,

holding me back
;

a
stay, dip your hands in this

bucket of water, dry them well, and they will be

sufficiently damp."

I must mention that to ensure the success of this

marvellous experiment no other condition is requisite

than to have the hands slightly damp. 1 regret I can

offer no explanations as to the principle of the phe-

nomenon, for this would require many a long chapter;

hence I will refer my readers to M. Boutigny's work.

It will be enough to state that the metal, when in

a state of fusion, is kept at a distance from the skin

by a repulsive force, which opposes an insurmountable

barrier.

I had scarce finished wiping my hands when the fur-

nace was opened, and a jet of molten metal, about the

thickness of my arm, burst forth. Sparks flew in

every direction, as if it were a firework performance.

" Wait a few minutes," M. Boutigny said,
"

till the

metal is cleansed, for it would be dangerous to try our

experiment at this moment."
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Five minutes later the stream of liquid fire left off

bubbling and emitting scoriae; it became, indeed, so

limpid and brilliant, that it scorched our eyes at a few

yards off.

All at once my companion walked up to the furnace,

and calmly began washing his hands in the metal as if

it had been lukewarm water.

I make no pretence to bravery; I confess at this

moment my heart beat as if it would burst, and yet,

when M. Boutigny ended his strange ablutions, I

walked forward in my turn with a determination that

proved a certain strength of will. I imitated my pro-

fessor's movements, I literally dabbled in the burning

liquid, and, in my joy, inspired by this marvellous

operation, I took a handful of the metal and threw it

in the air, and it fell back in a fire-shower on the

ground.

The impression I felt in touching this molten iron

can only be compared to what I should have experi-

enced in handling liquid velvet, if I may express

myself so.

I now ask what are the red-hot bars of the Aissaoua,

in comparison to the enormous temperature to which

my hands had been exposed?
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The old and new miracles of the incombustibles are,

therefore, explained by the experiments of a skilful

naturalist, who, while making no pretence to trickery,

only appreciates such phenomena in their relation to

the immutable laws by virtue of which they are accom-

plished.

THE END.

U. WHITING, BEAUFORT HOUSE, STRAND.
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By OWEN MEREDITH.

Fcap. Svo, price 9s. 6d. [SECOND EDITION. April IS.

AURORA LEIGH.
A POEM. IN NINE BOOKS.

BY ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.
With a Portrait of MRS. BROWNING.

[FOURTH AND CHEAPER EDITION at the end ofApril.

NEW VOLUME OF THE CHEAP EDITION OF LEVER'S WORKS.

THE DALTONS; OR, THREE ROADS IN LIFE.
BY CHARLES LEVER.

With Eight Illustrations by PHIZ. Vol. I., crown Svo, 4.-!.

[ Will be published April 28.

DOCTOR THORNE.
A NOVEL.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
THIRD AND CHEAPER EDITION, price 5s.

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH
LANGUAGE.

BY GEORGE L. CRAIK.
THIRD EDITION, price 2s. 6d.

HALL'S TRAVELLING ATLAS OF THE
ENGLISH COUNTIES,

WITH ALL THE RAILROADS ACCURATELY LAID DOWN.
A NEW EDITION, price 10s. 6d.



RECENTLY PUBLISHED.

JUST PUBLISHED.
ME. T. ADOLPHUS TBOLLOPE'S NEW WORK.

A DECADE OF ITALIAN WOMEN.
St. Catherine of Siena.
Caterina Sforza.
Vittoria Colonna.
Tullia D'Arasona.
Olympia Morata.

Isabella Andre ini.

Bianca Capello.
Olympia Pamfili.
Ehsabetta Sirani.
La Gorilla.

BY THOMAS ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
In two vols. post Svo, with Portraits, price 22s.

" One of the most charming books of the season,
and more enduring than most. Full of lofty thoughts,
of learning, and of correct taste. A book to charm,
to elevate, and to delight, and one that will add
largely to its author/ s fame both at home and
abroad." Literary Gazette.
"
Very clever book We have read it through

with intense Interest, and willingly accord it our
heartiest approbation. One great and distinctive
merit in these biographies is the truly philosophic
method on which ihey have been constructed
Mr. Trollope has brought to his undertaking qualifi-

ed by a close familiarity
t with the Italy of to-day.

cations of a high order and of rare combination.
His knowledge of past Italy under all its aspects has
been perfected and deepened

'

with the results of the past i

A paiient investigator, he is at the same time a sharp-
sighted critic; and to a decided philosophic turn of
mind he unites a capacity for enthusiasm, large
human sympathies, and a flue perception, as well of
the humorous as of the picturesque In any
case his book must rank as a most valuable contri-
bution to history, while it has the merit of being at
the same time as readable as a romance." Press.

MEMOIES OF BARTHOLOMEW FAIR.
By HENRY MORLEY.

With upwards of 80 Fac-simile Drawings, eugraved upon Wood by the Brothers DALZIEL.
In a handsome demy Svo vol. price 21s.

LIFE IN VICTORIA.
Or, VICTORIA IN 1853, AND VICTORIA IN 1858.

Showing the march of improvement made by the Colony within those Periods in Town
and Country, Cities and Diggings.

By WILLIAM KELLY.
2 vols. post Svo, 21s.

SKETCHES OF ALGERIA DURING THE
KABYLE WAR.

By H. MULLENEUX WALMSLEY.
Post Svo, 10s. 6d.

THE WHIST-PLAYER:
The LAWS and PRACTICE of SHORT WHIST, explained and illustrated by

Colonel B****.

With numerous Diagrams, printed in Colours. Second Edition. Imperial 16mo. 5s.

PRACTICAL GEOMETRY:
THE COURSE OF CONSTRUCTION OF PLANE GEOMETRICAL FIGURES.

Br R. BURCHETT.
With 137 Diagrams. Third edition. Post Svo, 5s.

PRACTICAL PERSPECTIVE.
By R. BURCHETT,

Head Master of the Training and Normal School.

THIRD EDITION. Post Svo. 7s. With Illustrations.



NEW WORKS.

NEW WORKS.

HEEALDEY ; in History, Poetry, and Romance. By ELLEN
J. MILLINGTON. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, 9s.

EAELY ANCIENT HISTOET
; Or, The Ante-Greek Period.

By HENRT MENZIES. Post 8vo, 4s. Qd.

HEALTH AND DISEASE THEIE LAWS. By BENJAMIN
RIDGE, M.D., F.B.C.S., &c. Crown 8vo, 12s.

COUNTEY LIFE IN PIEDMONT. By A. GALLENGA. Post
8vo, 8s. 6d.

PEOVEEBS WITH PICTUEES. By CHAELES H. BENNETT.
With about 250 Illustrations. Fcap. 4to, Vs. Gd.

SONGS BY A SONG-WEITEE. First Hundred. By W. C.
BENNETT. Post Svo, 3s. 6d.

PAEALLEL LIVES OF ANCIENT AND MODEEN HE-
HOES. By C. D. YONGE. Small Svo, 4s. 6d.

POETS AND POETEY OF GEEMANY. By Madame L.
DAVESIES DE PONTES. 2 vols. post Svo, ISs.

PAVED WITH GOLD ; Or, The Eomance and Eeality of the
London Streets. By AUGUSTUS MAYHEW. With Twenty-six Illustrations by
"Pniz." Demy Svo, 14s.

HISTOEICAL EEVELATIONS OF 1848. Inscribedto LORD
NORMANBY. By LOUIS BLANC. Post Svo, 10s. 6d.

ESTIMATES OF SOME ENGLISHMEN AND SCOTCH-
MEN. By WALTER BAGEHOT. Demy Svo, 14s.

THE MEMOIES OF THE DUKE OF SAINT-SIMON. By
BAYLE ST. JOHN. 4 vols. post Svo, 42s.

A MONTH IN YOEKSHIEE, By WALTER WHITE. Third
Edition. Post Svo, 9s.

HISTOEY OF THE LIFE AND TIMES OF EDMUND
BURKE. By THOMAS MACKNIGHT. Vols. I. and II. demy Svo. 30s.

THE SUNBEAM
;
a Book of Photographic Studies. Edited by

P. H. DELAMOTTE, F.S.A. Handsomely bound, 3 3s.

TWO LETTEES ON GIELS' SCHOOLS, AND ON THE
TRAINING OF WORKING WOMEN. With Additions. By MRS. AUSTEN. ls.|

THE ENGLISH SCHOOL-GIEL, HEE POSITIONS AND
DUTIES. A Series of Letters from a Teacher to her Class

; intended as subjects
for Written Recollections. By MRS. ALFRED HIGGINSON. Svo, Is. 6d.

GEAMMAIEE FEANCAISE. By L. DIRET. Small Svo. 3s.

ENGLISH GEAMMAE. By L. DIREY and A. FOGGO.
Small Svo, 3s.
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Aide Eleonore, and other Poems.
By HAMILTON AIDE. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 5s.

Ancient Britons, The
;

A TALE OF PRIMEVAL LIFE. With Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d.

Andrews The Eighteenth Century ;

Or, ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF OUR
GRANDFATHERS. By ALEXANDER ANDREWS. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.

A Series of Diagrams,
ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE PRINCIPLES OF MECHANICAL PHILOSOPHY
AND THEIR APPLICATION. Twenty-one large Plates, drawn on Stone. With

descriptive Letterpress. Published under the superintendence of the Society for

the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge. One large folio Volume, cloth. 21. 12s. 6d.

Atlases and Maps,
FOR STUDENTS AND TRAVELLERS ;

with Railways and Telegraphs, accu-

rately laid down.

SHARPE'S ATLAS. Constructed upon a System of Scale and Propor-
tion, from the more recent Authorities. With a Copious Index. Fifty-four

Maps. Large folio, half morocco, plain, 36s. ; coloured, 42s.

SHARPE'S STUDENT'S ATLAS. With a Copious Index. Twenty-six
Coloured Maps, selected from the above, folio, half-bound, 21s.

LOWRY'S TABLE ATLAS. With a Copious Index. One Hundred
Coloured Maps, large 4to, half-bound, 12s.

SIDNEY HALL'S TRAVELLING ATLAS OF THE ENGLISH
COUNTIES, containing Fifty Maps, bound in a portable Svo Volume, in roan

tuck, 10s. 6d.
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Atlases and Maps
SIDNEY HALL'S MAPS OF ENGLISH COUNTIES, with all the

Railways and Country Seats. Price 3d. each, Coloured. In neat wrapper.

SHARPE'S TRAVELLING MAP OF ENGLAND AND WALES, with

Railways and Electric Telegraph laid down to the present time. Coloured

and mounted, in cloth case, 2s. 6d.

SHARPE'S TRAVELLING MAP OF SCOTLAND, with Railways and
Electric Telegraph laid down to the present time. Coloured and mounted, in
cloth case, Is. 6d.

SHARPE'S TRAVELLING MAP OF IRELAND, with Railways and
Electric Telegraph laid down to the present time. Coloured and mounted, in

cloth case, Is. 6d.

LOWRY'S ATLAS OF INDIA. In Eight Maps. Royal 4to, Coloured,
in wrapper, price Is.

1. INDIA, General Map.
2. AFGHANISTAN.
3. BELOOCHISTAN.
4. NORTH-WEST PROVINCES.

5. BOMBAY.
6. NEPAUL.
7. BENGAL.
8. MADRAS.

SHARPE'S ATLAS OF INDIA. In Six Maps. Large folio, Coloured,
in wrapper, price 2s. 6d.

1. INDIA, General Map.
2. BENGAL, &c.

3. CENTRAL INDIA.

4. THE CARNATIC, <fcc.

5. BELOOCHISTAN AND SCINDE.
6. AFGHANISTAN AND THE

PUNJAB.

Austin Two Letters on Girls' Schools,
And on the Training of Working Women. By MRS. AUSTIN. Post Svo, sewed. Is.

Bagehot Estimates of some Englishmen
AND SCOTCHMEN : A Series of Essays contributed principally to the "National
Review." By WALTER BAGEHOT. Demy Svo, cloth. 14s.

Bailey Festus ; a Poem.
By PHILIP JAMES BAILEY (a New Edition in the Press).

The Mystic, and other Poems.
By PHILIP JAMES BAILEY. Second Edition, post Svo, cloth. 5s.

The Age ;
a Colloquial Satire.

By PHILIP JAMES BAILEY. Post Svo, cloth. 6s. 6d

Barry Cornwall English Songs, and other
POEMS. By BARRY CORNWALL. New Edition, 24mo, sewed. 2s. 6d.

Dramatic Scenes, with
OTHER POEMS. Now first printed. By BARRY CORNWALL. Beautifully
Illuetrated with Fifty-seven Woodcuts, and printed on fine paper. In One Volume.
Crown Svo, cloth. 18*.
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Barwell The Care of the Sick :

Being the Substance of a Course of Lectures delivered at the Working Women'*
College. By RICHARD BARWELL, F.R.C.S. In 1 Vol., fcap. cloth. 4. And a

Cheap Edition, fcap., stiff wrapper. Is.

Childhood's Hours.
By MRS. BARWELL. Witli Four Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. Is. 6<f.

-Novel Adventures of Tom Thumb
THE GREAT. Showing how he visited the Insect World, and learned much
wisdom. By MRS. BARWELL. New Edition. Eight Illustrations, 16mo, cloth.

Is. 6d.

Nursery Government
;

Or, HINTS ADDRESSED TO MOTHERS AND NURSERY MAIDS ON THE
MANAGEMENT OF YOUNG CHILDREN. By MRS. BARWELL. Second Edition.

Corrected and Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. Is.

Bell Life of Right Hon. George Canning.
By ROBERT BELL, Author of "The History of Russia," "Lives of English
Poets," &c. Post Svo, cloth. 9*.

Bennett Poems.
By W. C. BENNETT. Fcap. Svo, cloth. 6*.

-Queen Eleanor's Vengeance,
AND OTHER POEMS. By W. C. BENNETT. Fcap. Svo, cloth. 3. 6d.

Blanc Historical Revelations.
Inscribed to Lord Normanby. By LOUIS BLANC. Post Svo, cloth. 10*. 6<f.

Boner Chamois Hunting in the Mountains
OF BAVARIA. By CHARLES BONER. With Illustrations by THEODORE
HORSCHELT, of Munich. Svo, cloth. 18*.

-Verse.
Fcap. Svo, cloth. 4s.

Books for the Blind.
Embossed, in the ordinary Roman Type. [Printed for the Committee of the Bristol

Asylum for the Blind.]

OUTLINES OF GEOGRAPHY. Oblong, cloth, 5s.

MEMOIR OF WATT. Oblong, cloth, 3s.

HOLY THOUGHTS. Oblong, cloth, 2s.

SERMON ON THE MOUNT. Oblong, cloth, Is.

FIRST READING BOOK. Oblong, cloth, 2s.

MAGAZINE FOR THE BLIND. Vol. I. Oblong, cloth, 10s.

THE ALPHABET FOR THE BLIND. Id.
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Border Lands of Spain and France (The),
WITH AN ACCOUNT OF A VISIT TO THE REPUBLIC OF ANDORRE.
Post 8vo, cloth. 105. 6d.

Browning Poetical Works.
By ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. Fourth Edition, with Corrections

and Additions. 3 vols. fcap. cloth. 18*.

Aurora Leigh ;
a Poem.

IN NINE BOOKS. By ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. Third Edition.

New Edition in the Press.

Casa Guidi Windows.
By ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 5*.

- Poetical Works.
By ROBERT BROWNING. A New Edition, with numerous Alterations and
Additions. 2 vols. fcap. cloth. 16*.

-Christmas Eve and Easter Day.
A POEM. By ROBERT BROWNING. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 6s.

Men and Women.
By ROBERT BROWNING. In 2 vols. fcap. 8vo, cloth. 12s.

Burchett Practical Perspective.
THE SUBSTANCE OF THE COURSE OF LECTURES ON LINEAR PER-
SPECTIVE, Delivered at, and forming a part of the Course of Instruction in
the Training School, and in the Schools of Art in connection with the Department
of Science and Art. By R. BURCHETT, Head Master of the Training and Normal
School. Third Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, with Illustrations. 7s.

Practical Geometry.
THE COURSE OF CONSTRUCTION OF PLANE GEOMETRICAL FIGURES.
By R. BURCHETT. With 137 Diagrams. Third Edition. Post 8vo, cloth. 5s.

Definitions of Geometry.
24mo, sewed. 5d.

Burton Lives of Simon Lord Lovat, and
OF DUNCAN FORBES OF CULLODEN. By JOHN HILL BURTON. From
Original Sources. Post 8vo, cloth. 9s.

Butler The Heirs of Blackridge Manor.
A TALE OF THE PAST AND PRESENT. A NOVEL. By DIANA BUTLER.
Tfcree Vole. Post 8vo, cloth. 31s. 6c?.



193, PICCADILLY.

CARLYLE'S WORKS.
Complete and Uniform Edition, Handsomely printed in Crown Octavo,

price Six Shillings per Volume.

THE FEENCH REVOLUTION : A HISTORY. In 2 Volumes. Price 12*.

OLIVER CROMWELL'S LETTERS AND SPEECHES. With Elucidation
and Connecting Narrative. In 3 Volumes. Price 18s.

LIFE OF JOHN STERLING. T

LIFE OF SCHILLER. }
ne V h **'

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. In 4 Volumes. 24s.

SARTOR RESARTUS. HERO WORSHIP. One Volume. 6s..

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. One Volume. 6.

CHARTISM.-PAST AND PRESENT. One Volume. 6s.

TRANSLATIONS OF GERMAN ROMANCE. One Volume. 6s.

WILHELM MEISTER. By GOTHE. A Translation. In 2 Volumes. 12*.

Carlyle Passages selected from the Writings
of THOMAS CARLYLE, with a Biographical Memoir by T. BALLANTYNE.
Post Svo, cloth. 7s.

Coleridge Seven Lectures on Shakespeare
AND MILTON. By the late S. T. COLERIDGE. A List of all the MS. Emen-
datious in Mr. COLLIER'S Folio, 1632 ; and an Introductory Preface by J. PAYNE
COLLIER, ESQ. Demy Svo, cloth. 12s.

Cooper The Purgatory of Suicides.
By THOMAS COOPER. A New Edition. Fcap. cloth. 7s. 6d.

Craik The English of Shakespeare ;
Illustrated in a Philological Commentary on his Tragedy of "Julius Caesar." ByGEORGE LILLIE CRAIK, Professor of History and of English Literature in

Queen's College, Belfast. Fcap. Svo, cloth. 7. 6d.

Outlines of the History of the
ENGLISH LANGUAGE. For the use of the Junior Classes in Colleges, and tho
Higher Classes in Schools. By GEORGE L. CRAIK. Third Edition in the Press.
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CHAPMAN AND HALL'S
SELECT LIBRARY OF FICTION.

PRICE TWO SHILLINGS EACH NOVEL.

BAETON : A TALE OF MANCHESTER LIFE.

J{UTH. A NOVEL. By the Author of "
Mary Barton."

QEANFOED. By the Author of "
Mary Barton."

T.IZZIE LEIGH; AND OTHEE TALES. By the Author of

"Mary Barton."

HEAD OF THE FAMILY. A NOVEL.

AGATHA'S HUSBAND. By the Author of "John Halifax;
Gentleman."

QLIVE. A NOVEL. By the Author of " The Head of the Family."

THE OGILVIES. A NOVEL. By the Author of " The Head of
the Family."

A LTON LOCKE : TAILOR AND toET. By the Rev. CHARLES
KIKGSLEY. With a new Preface, addressed to the Working Men of Great Britain.

THE FALCON FAMILY; or, YOUNG IRELAND : A
*-

SATIRICAL NOVEL. By M. W. SAVAGE.

THE BACHELOE OF THE ALBANY. By M. W. SAVAGE.

]\|Y UNCLE THE CUKATE. A NOVEL. By M. w. SAVAGE.

THE HALF SISTEKS. A TALE. By Miss JEWSBURY.

THE WHITEBOY. A STORY OF IRELAND IN 1822. By Mrs. S.

C HALL.

EUSTACE CONYEES. BY JAMES HANNAY.

A STORY OF ADVENTURE. By BAYLE ST. JOHN.

]\/[ELINCOUET. By the Author of
"
Headlong Hall."

"JHE BLITHEDALE EOMANCE. By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNS.

%* Other Popular Novels will be issued in this Series.

NOTICES OF THE PRESS.

"The Fictions published by this Firm in their 'Select Library' have all been of

a high character." Press.
" Who would be satisfied with the much-thumbed '

Library Book,' when he can procure,
in one handsome volume, a celebrated Work of Fiction now offered by Messrs. Chapman and
Hall at the low price of Two Shillings ? "Britannia.

"
Capital Novels, well worth the price asked for them." Guardian.
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WORKS BY MR. CHARLES DICKENS.

ORIGINAL EDITIONS.

THE PICKWICK PAPEKS. With Forty-three Illustrations by
SEYMOUR and "PHIZ." 8vo. 1 Is.

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Forty Illustrations by
" PHIZ." 8vo. 1 Is.

SKETCHES BY "BOZ." A New Edition, with Forty Illustra-^ tions by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 8vo. 1 It.

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With Forty Illustrations by
"PHIZ." 8vo. 1 1*.

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With Seventy-fiye Illustra-

tions by GEORGE CATTERMOLE and H. K. BROWNE. Imperial 8vo. 13*.

BARNABY RUDGE. A TALE OF THE RIOTS OP 'EIGHTY. With
Seventy-eight Illustrations by G. CATTERMOLE and H. K. BROWNE. Imperial 8vo. 13.

AMERICAN NOTES, FOR GENERAL CIRCULATION. Fourth
**. Edition. 2 vols., post 8vo. 1 1*.

OLIVER TWIST
; or, THE PARISH-BOY'S PROGRESS. Illustrated by

GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Third Edition, 3 vols., 8vo. 1 5s.

CHEAP AND UNIFORM EDITION.

Handsomely printed in Crown Octavo, cloth, with Frontispieces.

t. d.

THE PICKWICK PAPERS . . . .50
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY 50
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT 50
BARNABY RUDGE 40
OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 40
OLIVER TWIST 36
SKETCHES BY BOZ 36
CHRISTMAS BOOKS 36
AMERICAN NOTES 2 6
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Now publishing

IN MONTHLY VOLUMES,
PEICE SIX SHILLINGS EACH,

A

NEW & COMPLETE LIBRARY EDITION
OF

THE WORKS OF

MR. CHARLES DICKENS,
Beautifully printed in Post Octavo, and carefully Revised by the Author,

With Portrait and Vignettes.

Already Published.

PICKWICK PAPERS, 2 Vols., price 12s.

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY, 2 Vols., price 12s.

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT, 2 Vols., price 12s.

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP, 2 Vols., price 12s.

BARNABY RUDGE, 2 Vols., price 12s.

SKETCHES BY BOZ, 1 Vol., price 6s.

OLIVER TWIST, 1 Vol., price 6s.

DOMBEY AND SON, 2 Vols., price 12s.

DAVID COPPERFIELD, Vol. I., price 6s.

HPHIS LIBRARY EDITION is undertaken with a view to the presentation of
-*- MR. DICKENS'S Writings in a far more convenient form, at once for present
perusal, and for preservation, than any of them have yet appeared in. A new
fount of type has been made expressly for the purpose, and great care has
been taken to render the Series legible, compact, and handsome.
The LIBRARY EDITION will comprise Twenty-two Monthly Volumes, price

Six Shillings each
;
and a Volume will be published on the first of every

month. The following is the order of publication :

1. THE PICKWICK PAPERS .

2. NICHOLAS NICKLEBY . . .

3. MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT .

4. OLD CURIOSITY SHOP, AND RE-
PRINTED PIECES ....

5. BARNABY RUDGE, HARD TIMES,
AND REPRINTED PIECES .

6. SKETCHES BY BOZ .

7. OLIVER TWIST .... 1

8. DOMBEY AND SON . . . . 2

9. DAVID COPPERFIELD... 2

10. PICTURES FROM ITALY, AND
AMERICAN NOTES . . . 1

11. BLEAK HOUSE .... 2

12. LITTLE DORRIT . . . 2

13. CHRISTMAS BOOKS , 1

CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193, PICCADILLY; BRADBURY AND EVANS, BOXJVERIE STREET.
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Dante's Divine Comedy, The Inferno.
A Literal Prose Translation, with the Text of the original Collated with the best
Editions, and Explanatory Notes. By JOHN A. CARLYLE, M.D. Post 8vo, with
a Portrait, cloth. 14s.

Dante's Divine Comedy ;

Or, THE INFERNO, PURGATORY, AND PARADISE. Rendered into English
Metre by FREDEKICK POLLOCK. With Fifty Illustrations, drawn by GEORGE
SCHARF, JUN. Post Svo, cloth. 14s.

Davidson Drawing for Elementary Schools;
Being a Manual of the Method of Teaching Drawing, Specially adapted for the Use
of Masters of National and Parochial Schools. By ELLIS A. DAVIDSON, Head
Master of the Chester School of Art, and Professor of Drawing at the Chester
Diocesan Training College. Published under the sanction of the Science and Art
Department of the Committee of Council on Education. Post Svo, cloth. 3s.

Delamotte The Oxymel Process in Photo-
GRAPIIY. By PHILIP H. DELAMOTTE, P.S. A., Professor of Drawing in King's
College, London. Crown Svo. Is.

De Pontes Poets and Poetry of Germany.
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL NOTICES. By MADAME L. DAVESIES
DE PONTES. Two Volumes, post Svo, cloth. 18*.

Diary of Martha Bethune Baliol.
From 1753 to 1754. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.

Dietrich Russian Popular Tales.
Translated from the German Version of ANTON DIETRICH. With an Introduc-

tion by JACOB GRIMM. Post Svo, cloth. 5s.

Dixon Robert Blake, Admiral and General
AT SEA. Based on Family and State Papers. By HEPWORTH DIXON, Author
of the "Life of William Penn." Cheap Edition. Post Svo, bds. 2s. Post Svo,

cloth, with Portrait. 2s. 6J.

-William Penn.
AN HISTORICAL BIOGRAPHY. By WILLIAM HEPWORTH DIXON, Author

of " Life of Howard." With a Portrait. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo, cloth. 7*.

Domville The Mosaic Sabbath
;

A PAMPHLET SHOWING THE FOURTH COMMANDMENT TO BE NOT
OBLIGATORY ON CHRISTIANS. By SIR W. DOMVILLE. It forms the first

Chapter of the Volume of the Sabbaths of the Old Testament. Svo, sewed. 6d.

The Sabbath
;

Or, AN INQUIRY INTO THE SUPPOSED OBLIGATION OF THE SABBATH
OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. By SIR W. DOMVILLE. Vol. II. Svo,
cloth. 9s.
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Domville The Sabbath
;

Or, AN EXAMINATION OF THE SIX TEXTS COMMONLY ADDUCED FROM
THE NEW TESTAMENT IN PROOF OF A CHRISTIAN SABBATH. By SIR
W. DOMVILLE. With a Supplement. Vol. I. 8vo, cloth. 9s.

Doyle Overland Journey to the Great
EXHIBITION ; Showing a few Extra Articles and Visitors. By RICHARD DOYLE.
Oblong boards. Plain, 3s. ; coloured, 5s.

Dyce's Elementary Outlines of Ornament.
Fifty Selected Plates. Folio, sewed. 5s.

Edinburgh Tales.
In one thick vol., imp. 8vo, full gilt back. 8s. 6d.

Elementary Drawing Book.
Directions for introducing the First Steps of Elementary Drawing in Schools, and
among Workmen. With Lists of Materials, Objects, and Models. By the Author
of "

Drawing for Young Children," &c. Prepared and published at the request of

the Council of the Society of Arts. Small 4to, cloth. 4s. 6d.

English Grammar.
By L. DIREY and A. FOGGO. 12mo, cloth. 3s.

Fairholt Costume in England.
A HISTORY OF DRESS, from the Earliest Period until the close of the Eigh-
teenth Century ;

with a Glossary of Terms for all Articles of Use or Ornament worn
about the Person. By F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. With upwards of 600 Engrav-
ings, drawn on Wood by the Author. One thick volume, 8vo, cloth. 21s.

The Home of Shakespeare,
ILLUSTRATED AND DESCRIBED. By F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A., Author of
" Costume in England," &c. With Thirty-three Engravings. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Finlaison New Government Succession
DUTY TABLES ; For the Use of Successors to Property, their Solicitors and
Agents, and others concerned in the Payment of the Duties Levied on all Succes-

sions, under Authority of the present Statute, 16 & 17 Victoria, cap. 51. By
ALEXANDER GLEN FINLAISON. Post 8vo, cloth. 5s.

Gallenga The History of Piedmont.
By ANTONIO GALLENGA, Member of the Sardinian Parliament, &c. In 3 vols.,

crown 8vo, cloth. 24s.

Country Life in Piedmont.
By ANTONIO GALLENGA. Post Svo, cloth. 8s. 6cf.

Gaskell Cranford.
By MRS. GASKELL, Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
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Gaskell Mary Barton.
A TALE OF MANCHESTER LIFE. By Mrs. GASKELL. Fourth Edition. Two
vols. post Svo, cloth. 18s. And a Cheap Edition, post Svo, boards. 2s.

Euth
;
A Novel.

Three vols.. post Svo, cloth, 31s. 6d. And a Cheap Edition, post Svo, boards. 2s.

-Lizzie Leigh, and other Tales.
Post Svo, boards, 2s.

Libbie Marsh's Three Eras.
A LANCASHIRE TALE. Second Edition. Fcap. sewed, id.

Hand and Heart; and Bessy's
TROUBLES AT HOME. Fcap. sewed, id.

The Sexton's Hero
;
and Christmas

STORMS AND SUNSHINE. Fcap. sewed. 3d.

North and South.
Second Edition. Two vols., post Svo, cloth. 21s.

Moorland Cottage.
With Illustrations by BIRKET FOSTER. Fcap. Svo, cloth. 2s. Gd.

German Love.
FROM THE PAPERS OF AN ALIEN. Translated by SUSANNA WINKWORTH,
with the sanction of the Author. Fcap., cloth. 4s. 6d.

Godwin History in Ruins.
A Series of Letters to a Lady, embodying a popular Sketch of the History of Archi-

tecture, and the Characteristics of the various Styles which have prevailed. A
Handbook of Architecture for the unlearned. By GEORGE GODWIN, F.R.S.

With Illustrations, &c. Small Svo, cloth. 4s. 6d.

Hall Soldiers and Sailors in Peace as in
WAR. By HERBERT BYNG HALL. Second Edition. Fcap., cloth. 3s.

-Sayah ; or, The Courier to the East.
By HERBERT BYNG HALL. Fcap., boards. 2s. 6d.

Hand Phrenologically Considered (The).
Being a Glimpse at the Relation of the Mind with the Organisation of the Body.
Post Svo, with Four Plates, cloth. 4s. 6d.

Harding Principles and Practice of Art
;

Treating of Beauty of Form, Imitation, Composition, Light and Shade, Effect and

Colour. By J. D. HARDING, Author of "
Elementary Art," &c. With numerous

Illustrations, Drawn and Engraved by the Author. Imperial 4to, cloth, 42s. ; proofs

on India paper, 52s.
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Hannay Eustace Conyers.
A NOVEL. By JAMES HANNAY. Cheap Edition. Post 8vo, boards. 2s.

Hawthorne The Blithedale Romance.
By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, boards. 2s.

Haxthausen The Russian Empire ;

ITS PEOPLE, INSTITUTIONS, AND RESOURCES. By BARON VON HAX-
THAUSEN, Author of "Transcaucasia," &c. Translated aud issued under the

immediate sanction of the Author. In 2 vols., Svo, cloth. 28s.

Transcaucasia.
SKETCHES OF THE NATIONS AND RACES BETWEEN THE BLACK SEA
AND THE CASPIAN. By BARON VON HAXTHAUSEN. With eight Coloured
Illustrations by GRAEB. Svo, cloth. 18s.

The Tribes of the Caucasus;
WITH AN ACCOUNT OF SCHAMYL AND THE MURIDS. By BARON VON
HAXTHAUSEN. Post Svo, cloth. 5s.

Heinrich Heine's Book of Songs.
A Translation. By JOHN E. WALLIS. , Crown Svo, cloth. 9s.

Hemphill Freida the Jongleur.
By BARBARA HEMPHILL. 3 vols., post Svo, cloth. 31s. 6d.

Henslow Illustrations to be Employed in
the Practical Lessons on Botany. Adapted to all classes. Prepared for the South

Kensington Museum. By the REV. PROFESSOR HENSLOW. With Illustrations.

Post Svo. 6d.

Hill Travels in the Sandwich and Society
ISLANDS. By S. S. HILL, Author of "Travels in Siberia," &c. Post Svo, cloth
10s. 6d.

Holmes The Life of Mozart.
Including his Correspondence. By EDWARD HOLMES, Author of "A Ramble
among the Musicians of Germany," &c. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.

House of Raby (The) ;

OR, OUR LADY OF DARKNESS. A Novel. 3 vols., post Svo, cloth. 31s. Gd.

Industrial and Social Position of Women.
IN THE MIDDLE AND LOWER RANKS. Post Svo, cloth. 10s. 6d.

Jervis The Rifle-Musket.
A Practical Treatise on the Enfield-Prichett Rifle, recently adopted in the British

Service. By CAPTAIN JERVIS WHITE JERVIS, Royal Artillery, Author of the
" Manual of Field Operations." Post Svo, cloth. 5s.
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Jewsbury The Half-Sisters.
A NOVEL. By GERALDINE E. JEWSBURY. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, bds. 2s.

Johnson A Winter's Sketches in the South
OP FRANCE AND THE PYRENEES. With Remarks upon the Use of the
Climate and Mineral Waters in the Cure of Disease. By FREDERICK H.

JOHNSON, M.R.C.S., ENG. L. A.C., formerly President of the Hunteriaii Society of

Edinburgh. Crown Svo, cloth. 8s. 6d.

Journal of Design and Manufactures.
Six Volumes. Containing 213 Patterns of actual Fabrics, and between 600 and 700

Engravings on Wood. Svo, cloth. Each Volume, 7*. 6d.

Keightley The Life, Opinions, and Writings
OF JOHN MILTON. WITH AN INTRODUCTION TO "PARADISE LOST."

By THOMAS KEIGHTLEY. Demy Svo, cloth. 125. 6d.

Kingsley Alton Locke : Tailor and Poet.
Au Autobiography. By the Rev. CHARLES KINGSLEY. Cheap Edition. Post

Svo, boards. 2s.

Kingston Western Wanderings ;

Or, A PLEASURE TOUR IN CANADA. By W. H. G. KINGSTON. 2 Volumes,
post Svo, cloth, with Illustrations. 24s.

Leaves from the Diary of an Officer of the
GUARDS DURING THE PENINSULAR WAR. Fcap., cloth. 5s.

Lewes The Life of Maximilian Robespierre.
With Extracts from his Unpublished Correspondence. By G. H. LEWES, Author
of "

Biographical History of Philosophy," &c. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.

Lewis Chess for Beginners,
IN A SERIES OF PROGRESSIVE LESSONS. Showing the most approved
methods of beginning and ending the Game, together with various Situations and
Checkmates. With Twenty-four Diagrams printed in Colours. By WILLIAM
LEWIS. Third Edition. Small 4to, cloth. 2. 6d.

Life and Letters of Barthold George Mebuhr.
WITH ESSAYS ON HIS CHARACTER AND INFLUENCE. By the CHEVALIER
BUNSEN, and Professors BRANDIS and LOEBELL. Second Edition. 3 vols.

Svo, cloth. 42s.

Little Poems for Little People.
By M. S. C. With numerous Illustrations on Wood. Small Svo, cloth. Is. 6d.
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CHARLES LEVER'S WORKS.
LIBEAEY EDITION.

IN DEMY OCTAVO, ILLUSTRATED BY PHIZ.

THE MAETINS OP CEO' MAETIN. 2 Yols., with 40 Illus-
trations. 14s.

HAEEY LOEEEQUEE. 1 Vol., with 22 Illustrations. 7s.

CHAELES O'MALLEY, THE IEISH DEAGOON. 2 Yols.
with 44 Illustrations. 14.

JACK HINTON, THE GUAEDSMAN. 1 Vol., with 26
Illustrations. V*.

TOM BUEKE OF "OUES." 2 Vols., with 44 Illustrations. 14s.

THE O'DONOGHUE: A TALE OP IRELAND FIFTY YEAES AGO.
1 Vol., with 26 Illustrations. Is.

THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE. 2 Yols., with 40 Illustra-
tions. 14s.

EOLAND CASHEL. 2 Yols., with 40 Illustrations. 14s.

THE DALTONS
; or, THEEE EOADS IN LIFE. 2 Yols., with

Illustrations. 14s.

THE DODD FAMILY ABEOAD. 2 Yols. With 40 Illus-
trations. 14s.

CHEAP AND UNIFORM EDITION OF LEVEE'S WORKS.
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY H. K. BROWNE,

Now in ike course of Publication.

This Edition is handsomely printed in Crown Octavo, and each Volume will contain

EIGHT ENGRAVINGS BY H. K. BROWNE.

Bound in Cloth. Price 4s.

Already Issued:

JACK HINTON. Price 4*.

TOM BUEKE OF " OUES." In 2 Yols. Price 8s.

HAEEY LOEEEQUEE. Price 4s.

CHAELES O'MALLEY, THE IEISH DEAGOON. In 2 Yols.
Price 8s.

THE O'DONOGHUE. Price 4s.

THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE. In 2 Yols. Price 8s.

EOLAND CASHEL. 2 Yols., cloth. 8s.

To lefollowed by

THE DALTONS. 2 Yols., cloth. 8s.

THE DODD FAMILY ABEOAD. 2 Yols., cloth. 8s.
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Lever The Fortunes of Glencore.
By CHARLES LEVER. 3 vols., post 8vo, cloth. 31s. Gd.

Saint Patrick's Eve :

Or, THREE ERAS IN THE LIFE OP AN IRISH PEASANT. By CHARLES
LEVER. With Illustrations by "PHIZ." Small 8vo, cloth. New and Cheaper
Edition. 2s. 6d.

Locker London Lyrics.
By FREDERICK LOCKER. With an Illustration by CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo,
cloth. Price 3s. 6d.

Lowry's Table Atlas.
With a Copious Index. 100 Coloured Maps. Large 4to, half-bound. 12s.

A New Series of Maps, in large 4to, price One Penny each Map plain, and Two
pence with the Boundaries Coloured, completed in 100 Maps, any of which can be

purchased separately, plain, Id., coloured, 2d.

LIST OF THE MAPS.

Sheet.

1, 2.

3,4.

5.

6.

10.

11.

12 to 15.

16.

17.

18 to 21.

22.

23 to 26.

27.

28 to 31.

35.

36.

37.

38, 39.

40.

41.

42.

43, 44.

45.

46 to 52.

53.

World in Hemispheres 2

Maps.
World on Mercator's Projection

2 Maps.
Europe.
British Isles.

England and Wales 2 Maps.
Scotland General .

Ireland General.

France, in Provinces.

France, in Departments 4

Maps.
Holland and Belgium.
Spain and Portugal General.

Spain and Portugal 4 Maps.
Italy General.

Italy 4 Maps.
Prussia and German States.

Germany and Switzerland 4

Maps.
Austrian Empire.
Hungary and Transylvania 2

Maps.
Turkey in Europe, and Greece.

Bosphorus and Dardanelles.
Greece and the Ionian Islands.
Sweden and Norway 2 Maps.
Denmark.
Russia in Europe.
Asia, North.
Asia, South, and Indian Seas

2 Maps.
India General.
India 7 Maps.
Persia and Tartary.

Sheet.

54, 55. Turkey in Asia and Western
Persia 2 Maps.

56. Eastern Persia.

57,58. Syria and Arabia Petrsea 2

Maps.
59, 60. China and Indian Seas 2 Maps.
61. Australia and New Zealand-

General Map.
62, 63. Australia 2 Maps.
64 to 66. New South Wales 3 Maps.
67. Victoria or Port Philip District.

68. New Zealand.

69. 70. Polynesia 2 Maps.
71, 72. Africa 2 Maps.
73 to 75. Egypt, Nubia, Abyssinia, and

Red Sea 3 Maps.
76, 77. North Africa comprising Mo-

rocco, Algiers, and Tunis 2

Maps.
78 to 80. West Africa comprising Sene-

gambia, Liberia, Soudan, and
Guinea 3 Maps.

81, 82. Southern Africa 2 Maps.
83. British North America.
84. Arctic Regions.

85. 86. Canada, New Brunswick, and
Nova Scotia 2 Maps.

87. North America General.

,
89. United States 2 Maps General

90 to 93. United States 4 Maps.
94. Mexico.
95. West Indies and Central Ame-

rica.

96. South America General.

97 to 100. South America 4 Maps.
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Lytton Poetical and Dramatic Works.
With Frontispiece and Vignettes. By SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON. 5 vols.,

crown 8vo, cloth. 40s.

Money.
A COMEDY, in Five Acts. By SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON. 8vo, sewed. 2s.U.

Not so Bad as we Seem
;

OR, MANY SIDES TO A CHARACTER. A COMEDY, in Five Acts. By SIR
EDWARD BULWER LYTTON. 8vo, sewed. 2s. 6d.

Richelieu; or, The Conspiracy.
A PLAY, in Five Acts. By SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON. 8vo, sewed. 2.?.

The Lady of Lyons ;

OR, LOVE AND PRIDE. A PLAY, in Five Acts. By SIR EDWARD BULWER
LYTTON. Svo, sewed. 2s. 6rf.

M'Cullagh Industrial History of Free
NATIONS, Considered in Relation to their Domestic Institutions and External

Policy. ByW. TORRENS M'CULLAGH. 2 vols., Svo, cloth. 24s.

Use and Study of History.
Being the Substance of a Course of Lectures delivered in Dublin. By W. TORRENS
M'CULLAGH. Second Edition. Svo, cloth. 10s. 6d.

Macknight History of the Life and Times
OF EDMUND BURKE. BY THOMAS MACKNIGHT, Author of "The Right
Hon. B. Disraeli, M.P. : a Literary and Political Biography," and "Thirty Years of

Foreign Policy : a History of the Secretaryships of the Earl of Aberdeen and
Viscount Palmerston." Vols. I. and II., demy Svo, cloth. 30s.

Maidstone Abd-el-Kader. A Poem.
In Six Cantos. By VISCOUNT MAIDSTONE. Svo, cloth. 16s.

Manual of French Cookery.
Dedicated to the Housekeepers and Cooks of England who wish to Study the Art.

Simplified for the benefit of the most unlearned. By One who has tested the

receipts. Fcap. Svo, cloth. 6s.
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Marcel Language as a Means of Mental
CULTURE AND INTERNATIONAL COMMUNICATION; Or, MANUAL OP
THE TEACHER AND THE LEARNER OF LANGUAGES. By C. MARCEL,
Knt. Leg. Hon., French Consul. 2 vols. small Svo, cloth. IGs.

Mariotti Italy in 1848.
By L. MARIOTTI. Svo, cloth. 12s.

Markham Cuzco and Lima.
Being an Account of a Journey to the Ancient Capital of Peru ; and a Visit to the

Capital and Provinces of modern Peru. By CLEMENTS R. MARKHAM, F.R.G.S.
Post Svo, cloth, with Illustrations. 14*.

Marryat Henry Lyle.
Or, LIFE AND EXISTENCE. By EMILIA MARRYAT. 2 vols. post Svo, cloth. 21s.

Masius Studies from Nature.
By HERMANN MASIUS. Translated by CHARLES BONER. Beautifully Illus-

trated, Crown Svo, cloth. 8s. 6d.

Mayhew Paved with Gold
;

Or, THE ROMANCE AND REALITY OF THE LONDON STREETS. An
Unfashionable Novel. By AUGUSTUS MAYHEW (one of the Brothers Mayhew).
With Twenty-six Illustrations by "Paiz." Demy Svo, cloth. 14s.

Melincourt
;

Or, SIR ORAN HAUT-TON. By the Author of "Headlong Hall," &c. Cheap
Edition. Post Svo, boards. 2s.

Memoirs of a Stomach.
Edited by a. Minister of the Interior. Ninth Edition. Fcap. sewed. Is.

Menzies Early Ancient History ;

Or, The Ante-Greek Period as it appears to us since the most recent Discoveries in

Egypt and Assyria. With References to Wilkinson, Layard, and other Authorities.

Intended for popular use. By HENRY MENZIES. 1 vol. post Svo. 4s. 6d.

Meredith The Shaving of Shagpat.
An ARABIAN ENTERTAINMENT. By GEORGE MEREDITH. Post Svo, cloth.

10s. 6d.

Mildmayes, The
;

Or, THE CLERGYMAN'S SECRET
;
A Story of Twenty Years Ago. In 3 vols.

post Svo, cloth. 31s. 6d.
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Millington Heraldry ;

IN HISTORY, POETRY, AND ROMANCE. With numerous Illustrations. Post

8vo, 9s.

Miscellanea Graphica :

Representations of Ancient, Medieval, and Renaissance Remains, in the possession of
Lord Londesborough. Drawn, Engraved, and Described by FREDERICK W.
FAIRHOLT, F.S.A., Honorary Member of the Society of Antiquaries of Normandy,
Picardy, and Poictiers. The Historical Introduction by THOMAS WRIGHT, M.A.,
F.S.A., &c., Corresponding Member of the Institute of France. In One volume]
imperial 4to, cloth, price 3Z. 16s., with Forty-six Plates, some of them printed in

colour, and numerous Engravings on wood.

Money Twelve Months with the Bashi-
BAZOUKS. By EDWARD MONEY. With Coloured Illustrations. Post Svo,
cloth. 7s.

Montalba Fairy Tales from all Nations.
By ANTHONY R. MONTALBA. Embellished with Twenty-four Illustrations by
RICHARD DOYLE. Small Svo, extra cloth. 5s. 6d.

Montgomery Poetical Works of Robert
MONTGOMERY. Collected and Revised by the Author. Royal Svo, cloth. 20*.

The Omnipresence of the Deity.
Twenty-eighth Edition. Small Svo, cloth. 4s.

The Sanctuary.
A COMPANION IN VERSE FOR THE ENGLISH PRAYER BOOK. Second

Edition. Small Svo, roan. 5s. &d.

Morley The Life of Henry Cornelius
AGRIPPA VON NETTESHEIM, Doctor and Knight, commonly known as a

Magician. By HENRY MORLEY. In 2 vols., post Svo, cloth. ISs.

Jerome Cardan.
A BIOGRAPHY. By HENRY MORLEY. Two vols., post Svo, cloth. 18s.

The Life of Bernard Palissy, of
SAINTES ; His Labours and Discoveries in Arts and Science. By HENRY
MORLEY. Post Svo, cloth. Price 12s. Second and Cheaper Edition.

How to Make Home Unhealthy.
By HENRY MORLEY. Reprinted from the "Examiner." Second Edition.

Small Svo, stiff wrapper. Is.

-Gossip.
By HENRY MORLEY. Reprinted from the " Household Words." Crown 8vo,
cloth. 8*. 6d.



193, PICCADILLY. 23

Morley A Defence of Ignorance.
By HENKY MORLEY. Small Svo, cloth. 3s.

Muloch The Head of the Family.
By Miss MULOCH. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, boards 2s.

-Olive
;
a Novel.

By Miss MULOCH. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, boards.

-The Ogilvies ;
a Novel.

By Miss MULOCH. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, boards. 2s.

Agatha's Husband.
By Miss MULOCH. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, boards.

Mushet Book of Symbols.
A Series of Seventy-five Short Essays on Morals, Religion, and Philosophy. Each
Essay Illustrating an Ancient Symbol or Moral Precept. By ROBERT MUSHET.
Second Edition. Post Svo, cloth. 6*.

My Own Treasury.
A Gift Book for Boys and Girls. With Two Hundred Engravings. In a thick post
Svo volume, cloth, gilt back and edges. 5s.

Niebuhr Heroic Tales of Ancient Greece.
Related by BARTHOLD NIEBUHR to his Little Son Marcus. Edited, with

Notes, by FELIX SUMMERLY. With Pour Coloured Illustrations by H. J.

TOWNSEND. In small 4to, bound in fancy cloth. 2s. 6d.

Norton Child of the Islands
;
a Poem.

By the HON. MRS. NORTON. Second Edition. Square Svo, cloth. 6s.

Nuts and Nutcrackers.
With upwards of 50 Illustrations by

" PHIZ." Third Edition. Fcap. boards. 2.

Packe The Spirit of Travel.
By CHARLES PACKE, of the Inner Temple. Post Svo, cloth. 2s. Gd.

Picture Book of Animals.
With One Hundred and Eighty Descriptions. Square, boards. 1*. Qd.
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Raikes Notes on the North-Western Pro-
VINCES OF INDIA. By CHARLES RAIKES, Magistrate and Collector of

Mynporie. 8vo, cloth. 6s.

Rambles and Recollections of a Fly-Fisher.
Illustrated. With an Appendix, containing ample Instructions to the Novice.

Inclusive of Fly-making, and a List of Really Useful Flies. By CLERICUS. With

Eight Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth. 7s. Qd.

Reading for Travellers.

A NEW LIBRARY OF RAILWAY LITERATURE. Printed in a clear and

legible Type, expressly adapted to the convenience of Railway Travellers.

OLD ROADS AND NEW ROADS. Fcap. sewed. Is.

MAGIC AND WITCHCRAFT. Fcap. sewed. 1*.

FRANKLIN'S FOOTSTEPS. By C. R. MARKHAM. Fcap. sewed. 1*. Qd.

THE VILLAGE DOCTOR. Translated by LADY DUFF GORDON. Fcap.
sewed. Is.

MONTENEGRO AND THE SLAVONIANS OF TURKEY. By COUNT
VALERIAN KRASINSKI. Fcap. sewed. Is. 6d.

CHARACTER AND ANECDOTES OF CHARLES II. By the late

CHARLES BARKER, M.A. Fcap. sewed. Is.

SAMUEL JOHNSON. By THOMAS CARLYLE. Fcap. Is.

FLORIAN AND CRESCENZ. By BEE. AUERBACH. Fcap. sewed. Is.

THE HUNGARIAN EMIGRATION INTO TURKEY. By a HONVED.
Fcap. sewed. Is.

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY AND THE ARCADIA. By JAMES CROSSLET.

Fcap. sewed. Is.

A VISIT TO BELGRADE. Fcap. sewed. Is.

BURNS. By THOMAS CARLYLE. Fcap. sewed. Is.

PICTURES FROM THE EAST. By JOHN CAPPER. Fcap. sewed. Is. Gd.

A VISIT TO THE SEAT OF WAR IN THE NORTH. Fcap. sewed,
Is.

CARDINAL WOLSEY
;
HIS RISE AND FALL, AS RELATED BY

CAVENDISH. Fcap. sewed. Is.

ALFIERI; HIS LIFE, ADVENTURES, AND WORKS. A Sketch by
CHARLES MITCHELL CHARLES. Fcap. sewed. Is.
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Redgrave A Manual and Catechism on
COLOUR. By RICHARD REDGRAVE, R. A. 24mo, cloth. 9d.

Reinick The King of the Root Valley and
HIS CURIOUS DAUGHTER. A Fairy Tale. By R. REINICK. In 4to, boards,
with Eight Coloured Illustrations. 4s. 6d.

Ridge Health and Disease, their Laws
;

with Plain Practical Prescriptions for the People. By BENJAMIN RIDGE, M.D.,
F.R.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth. 12*.

Royal Nursery ABC Book.
"With Five Hundred Woodcuts, and Eight Coloured Pages. Crown 8vo, sewed. Is.

St. John, Bayle Montaigne, the Essayist :

A Biography. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. With Portrait and Illustrations. 2 vols.

post 8vo, cloth. 21*.

The Memoirs of the Duke
OF ST. SIMON ; Or, THE COURT OF FRANCE DURING THE LAST PART
OF THE REIGN OF LOUIS XIV., AND THE REGENCY OF THE DUKE OF
ORLEANS. Abridged from the French. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. 4 Vols., j>ost

8vo, cloth. 42*.

-The Subalpine Kingdom ;

Or, EXPERIENCES AND STUDIES IN SAVOY, PIEDMONT, AND GENOA.
By BAYLE ST. JOHN. 2 vols. Post 8vo, cloth. 21*.

-
Purple Tints of Paris :

Sketches and Manners in the Empire. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. Second Edition.

Post 8vo, cloth. 12*.

-Two Years' Residence in a
LEVANTINE FAMILY. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. Cheap Edition. Post 8vo,

boards. 2*.

-The Turks in Europe ;

A SKETCH OF MANNERS AND POLITICS IN THE OTTOMAN EMPIRE.
By BAYLE ST. JOHN. Post 8vo, cloth. 7*. 6d.

Maretimo
;

A STORY OF ADVENTURE. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. Reprinted from the

"Household Words." Post 8vo, boards. 2s.

The Louvre
;

Or, BIOGRAPHY OF A MUSEUM. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. Post Svo, cloth.

10*. Qd.
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St. John, Bayle Travels of an Arab Mer-
CHANT IN SOUDAN : THE BLACK KINGDOMS OF CENTRAL AFRICA.
Abridged from the French. By BAYLE ST. JOHN. Post 8vo, cloth. 8s.

Five Views in the Oasis of
SIWAH. Designed by BAYLE ST. JOHN; and drawn on Stone by Messrs.

AUMONT and HOUSELIN. Large folio, sewed. 12s.

St. John, J. A. The Education of the People.
By JAMES AUGUSTUS ST. JOHN, Author of "Isis," "Life of Louis Napoleon,"
&c. Post 8vo, cloth. 8s. 6d. Dedicated to Sir John Pakington, M.P.

Isis; an Egyptian Pilgrim-
AGE. By JAMES AUGUSTUS ST. JOHN. Second Edition. 2 vols., post 8vo,
cloth. 125.

- Louis Napoleon, Emperor of
THE FRENCH. A Biography. By J. A. ST. JOHN. Post 8vo, cloth. 10s. 6d.

The Nemesis of Power :

Causes and Forms of Revolution. By JAMES AUGUSTUS ST. JOHN. Fcap.
cloth. 5s.

Philosophy at the Foot of
THE CROSS. By JAMES AUGUSTUS ST. JOHN. Fcap. cloth. 5s.

-The Preaching of Christ, its

NATURE AND CONSEQUENCES. By JAMES AUGUSTUS ST. JOHN. Small

8vo. Sewed. Is. 6d.

-The Ring and The Veil. A
Novel. By JAMES AUGUSTUS ST. JOHN. In 3 vols. Post 8vo, cloth. 31s. 6d.

Savage Bachelor of the Albany. A Novel.
By M. W. SAVAGE. Cheap Edition. Post 8vo, boards. 2s.

The Falcon Family; Or, Young
IRELAND. A SATIRICAL NOVEL. By M. W. SAVAGE. Cheap Edition.

Post 8vo, boards. 2s.

My Uncle the Curate.
By M. W. SAVAGE. Cheap Edition. .Post 8vo, boards. 2?.
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Savage Clover Cottage ; Or, I Can't Get In.
A NOVELETTE. By the Author of "The Falcon Family," <fec. With Illustrations.

In Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 5s.

Sharpens Atlas :

Comprising Fifty-four Maps, constructed upon a system of Scale and Proportion
from the most recent Authorities, and Engraved on Steel, by J. WILSON LOWRT.
With a Copious Consulting Index. In a large folio volume. Half morocco, gilt
back and edges, plain, 36s. ; or with the maps coloured, 42s.

CONTENTS :

1. The World Western Hemisphere.
2. The World Eastern Hemisphere.
3. The World Mercator's Projection.
4. Europe, with the Mediterranean.
5. Great Britain and Ireland.
6. England and Wales Railway Map,

North.
7. England and Wales Railway Map,

South.
8. Scotland.
9. Ireland.

10. France Belgium Switzerland.
11. Belgium and Holland.
12. Prussia, Holland, and German States.
13. Switzerland.
14. Austrian Empire.
15. Turkey and Greece.
16. Greece.
17. Italy.
18. Spain and Portugal.
19. Northern Sweden, and Frontier of

Russia.
20. Denmark, Sweden, and Russia on

the Baltic.

21. Western Russia, from the Baltic to
the Euxine

22. Russia on the Euxine.
23. Russia on the Caucasus.
24. Russia in Europe.
25. Northern Asia Asiatic Russia.
26 South-West. Asia Overland to India.

27. South-Eastern Asia Birmah, China,
and Japan.

The above Maps are sold Separately. Each Map, Plain, id. ; Coloured, C>d.

28. Australia and New Zealand.
29. Egypt and Arabia Petrsea.
30. Nubia and Abyssinia to Babel Mandeb

Strait.

31. Asia Minor.
32. Syria and the Turkish Provinces on

the Persian Gulf.
33. Western Persia.
34. Eastern Persia.
35. Afghanistan and the Punjab.
36. Beloochistau and Scinde.
37. Central India.
38. The Carnatic.
39. Bengal, &c.
40. India General Map.
41. North Africa.
42. South Africa.
43. British North America ,

44. Central America.
45. United States General Map.
46. United States -North-East.
47. United States South-East.
48. United States South-West.
49. Jamaica, and Leeward and Y/indward

Islands.
Mexico and Guatemala.
South America.
Columbian and Peruvian Republics,
and Western Brazil.

53. La Plata, Chili, and Southern Brazil.

54. Eastern Brazil.

Student's Atlas.
With a Copious Index. 26 Coloured Maps, selected from the preceding. Folio,

half bound. 21s.

Sketches of Young Ladies, Young Gentlemen,
AND YOUNG COUPLES. With Eighteen Illustrations by

" PHIZ.'
in one vol. small Svo, cloth gilt. 4s.

Complete

Smith The Divine Drama of History and
CIVILISATION. By the Rev. JAMES SMITH. Svo, cloth. 12s.

Practical and Economical Cookery,
with a Series of Bills of Fare

; also, Directions on Carving, Trussing, &c. By
MRS. SMITH, many years professed Cook to most of the leading families in tho

Metropolis. Post Svo, cloth. 5s. 6d. \
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Sunday Picture Book.
Illustrated with Fifty Engravings. Small 4to, cloth. 4s.

Surtees Sketch of the Lives of Lords
STOWELL AND ELDON ; Comprising, with Additional matter, some Corrections

of Mr. Twiss's work on the Chancellor. By WILLIAM EDWARD SURTEES, D. C. L. ,

Barrister-at-Law. 8vo, cloth. 5s.

Tales of the Trains :

Being some CHAPTERS OF RAILROAD ROMANCE. By TILBURY TRAMP.
With Numerous Illustrations by "PHIZ." Fcap., boards. New Edition. Is. 6d.

Taylor The Mouse and her Friends
;

WITH OTHER STORIES. Translated and adapted for Children. By JOHN
EDWARD TAYLOR. A Companion Volume to "The Fairy Ring." Fcap. Svo,

price 3s. , boards.

Thackeray The Irish Sketch-Book.
By M. A. TITMARSH. A Cheap Edition, Uniform with Thackeray's "Miscella-

neous Essays." In crown Svo, cloth, with Illustrations. 6*.

Notes of a Journey from Corn-
HILL TO GRAND CAIRO, BY WAY OF LISBON, ATHENS, CONSTAN-
TINOPLE, AND JERUSALEM. By W. M. THACKERAY. With a Coloured

Frontispiece. Second Edition. Small Svo, cloth. 6s.

Christmas Books :

Containing "MRS. PERKINS' BALL," "DR. BIRCH," "OUR STREET." Cheap
Edition. In one square volume, cloth, with all the original Illustrations. 7s. 6d.

Thompson The Passions of Animals.
By EDWARD -P. THOMPSON. Post Svo, cloth. 10s. 6d.

Thomson The Choice of a Profession.
A CONCISE ACCOUNT AND COMPARATIVE REVIEW OF THE ENGLISH
PROFESSIONS. By H. BYERLEY THOMSON, B.A., of the Inner Temple.
Author of "The Laws of War affecting Shipping and Commerce," "The Military
Forces and Institutions of Great Britain." Post Svo, cloth. 10s. 6d.

Thurstan The Passionate Pilgrim ;

Or, EROS AND ANTEROS. By HENRY J. THURSTAN. Crown Svo, cloth. 8s.

Tilbury Nogo ;

Or, PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF AN UNSUCCESSFUL MAN. By the Author

of "Digby Grand." 2 vols. post Svo, cloth. 21s.
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Townshend Descriptive Tour in Scotland.
By CHAUNCY HARE TOWNSHEND. With twelve Illustrations. STO, cloth. 9s.

Sermons in Sonnets :

WITH A TEXT ON THE NEW YEAR: and other Poems. By CHAUNCY
HARE TOWNSHEND. Small 8vo, cloth. 7s. 6d.

Trollope The Girlhood of Catherine de'
MEDICI. By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. In 1 vol., post Svo, cloth. 10*. 6d.

- Doctor Thome. A Novel.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE, Author of "Barchester Towers," "The Three Clerks."
Second Edition. 3 Vols. Post Svo, cloth. 31s. 6d. Third and cheaper Edition.
Post Svo. 5s.

Twilight Thoughts. By M. S. 0.,
Author of "Little Poems for Little People." Second Edition, with a Frontispiece.

Fcap. cloth. 1*. 6d.

Twining The Elements of Picturesque
SCENERY

; Or, STUDIES OF NATURE MADE IN TRAVEL, with a View to

Improvement in Landscape Painting. By HENRY TWINING. Vol. II. Imp. Svo,
cloth. 8s.

Wayfaring Sketches among the Greeks and
TURKS, AND ON THE SHORES OF THE DANUBE. By a Seven Years'
Resident in Greece. Second Edition. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.

Weld A Vacation in Brittany.
ByC. R. WELD, Author of "Vacation Tour in the United States and Canada."
With Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth. 10s. 6d.

The Whist-Player.
THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF SHORT WHIST. EXPLAINED AND ILLUSTRATED
BY LIEUT.-COLONEL B***. With numerous Diagrams printed in Colours.

Imp. 16mo, Second Edition. 5s.

White A Month in Yorkshire.
By WALTER WHITE. Third Edition. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.

A July Holiday in Saxony, Bohemia,
AND SILESIA. By WALTER WHITE. Post Svo, cloth. 9*.

On Foot through Tyrol ;

IN THE SUMMER OF 1855. By WALTER WHITE. Post Svo, cloth. 9s.
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White A Londoner's Walk to the Land's
END, AND A TEIP TO THE SCILLY ISLES. A New Edition. [In the Press.

Wilkins The Slave Son.
By MRS. W. NOY WILKINS. Post 8vo, cloth. 9s.

Wilkins Letters on Connoisseurship ;

Or, THE ANATOMY OF A PICTURE. By WILLIAM NOY WILKINS. Demy
Svo, cloth. 10s.

Wilkinson The Human Body and its Con-
NECTION WITH MAN. Illustrated by the principal Organs. By JAMES
JOHN GARTH WILKINSON. Post Svo, cloth. 14s.

Wilkinson Spirit Drawings.
A PERSONAL NARRATIVE. By W. M. WILKINSON. 12mo, cloth. 5s.

Williams Hints on the Cultivation of British
AND EXOTIC FERNS AND LYCOPODIUMS ;

with Descriptions of One Hun-
dred and Fifty Species and Varieties. By BENJAMIN SAMUEL WILLIAMS,
Author of the "Orchid-Grower's Manual." Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d.

The Orchid-Grower's Manual
;

Containing a Brief Description of upwards of Two Hundred and Sixty Orchidaceous

Plants together with Notices of their Times of Flowering, and most approved
Modes 'of Treatment. By BENJAMIN SAMUEL WILLIAMS. With a coloured

Frontispiece. Svo, cloth. 5s.

Wornum The Characteristics of Styles ;

An Introduction to the Study of the History of Ornamental Art. By RALPH N.

WORNUM. In royal Svo, cloth, with very many Illustrations. 8s.

Yonge Parallel Lives of Ancient and
MODERN HEROES, OF EPAMINONDAS, PHILIP OF MACEDON, GUSTAVUS ADOL-

PHDS, AND FREDERICK THE GREAT. By CHARLES DUKE YONGE, Author of

"A History of England," &c. Small Svo, cloth. 4s. 6d.

Zschokke - - Autobiography of Heinrich
ZSCHOKKE. Svo, cloth. 6s.

-Hours of Meditation and De-
VOTIONAL REFLECTION, upon Various Subjects connected with the Religious,

Moral, and Social Duties of Life. By HEINRICH ZSCHOKKE. Translated from

the Twenty-third Germau Edition. Second Edition. Small Svo, cloth, 5s., or in

morocco gilt, 9?.
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No. XV. OF

THE NATIONAL REVIEW.
Price Six Shillings.

CONTENTS.
I. CRABBE.

II. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF CATHERINE II.

III. THE RESULTS OF SHORT IMPRISONMENTS.
IV. VIRGIL AND HIS MODERN CRITICS.
V. COUNT MIOT DE MELITO AND THE FRENCH REVOLUTION
VI. FALSE MORALITY OF LADY NOVELISTS.
VII. THE RELIGION OF THE WORKING CLASSES.
VIII. LONGFELLOW.
IX. HANSEL'S LIMITS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT.
X. PARLIAMENTARY REFORM.
XI. BOOKS OF THE QUARTER.

OPINIONS OF THE PEESS.
" All the articles in the twelfth number of the ' National '

are remarkably well written,
and the works reviewed of paramount importance in the annals of literature
The article upon

' The Old English Nobility
'
is one of considerable interest, the subject

being most ably handled. . . . The ' National Review '

already stands in the fore-
most rank with those of its great competitors, the 'Edinburgh' and 'Quarterly;' and
this number will augment its reputation." Morning Post, April 26th, 1858.

"In the
' National '

the opening article is an admirably written and discriminating
criticism on Mr. Matthew Arnold's tragedy of '

Merope,' in which the individual drama
itself is discussed in reference to the general question of the influence of the ancient on
the forms of the modern drama. . . . An interesting biographical sketch of Ulrich
von Hutteu, in the form of a review of Strauss's Life of that remarkable character ; a
notice of the '

Life and Writings of Swedenborg,' temperate and candid; and a paper,
slightly biographic, but mainly critical, on Paley and Chanuing, may be classed together,
and are all good and interesting." Scotsman, April 24th, 1858.

"Turning to the 'National' the first article of the number is unequivocally also the
first in point of literary merit. For thorough mastery of the subject, for delicacy and
depth of thought, and for pureuess and 'melody' of composition, it would be difficult to
find among English essayists any paper possessing equal claims to admiration with that
on Mr. Arnold's tragedy of 'Merope.' . . . And there is a semi-biographical and very
interesting article on Swedenborg, in which the character and pretensions of that
extraordinary man are estimated from a point of view equally removed from the
'

Swedenborgian,'and from the hai-d, sceptical, suspicious position usually assumed with
regard to them." Economist, April 10th, 1858.
"Some good reviews of ancient and modern literature ; an essay on

' The Old English
Nobility ;

' a notice of Lord Grey on Reform, fundamentally consistent with the views
we have from time to time expressed in this Journal, and adding another to the already
numerous protests against the silly and intemperate attack of the '

Times,' and a very

Sleasant
article on the Waverly Novels, are perhaps the best papers in this valuable pub-

cation." The Press.

"This is a very excellent number of the 'National.' The subjects are selected with
great judgment, and treated with scholarlike ability and research. The first article, on
Mr. Arnold's '

Merope,' besides genial and just criticism on the work which is its more
particular subject, contains many excellent observations on Greek, as distinct from
modern, tragic art. . . . The next essay, on ' Strauss's Life of Ulrich von ffutten,'
presents a very interesting picture of the literaiy activity of the early days of the
Reformation, where the scholars, or, as they were then called the 'humanists '

fought the
battle of freedom side by side with the religious innovators. . . . Art. III., on
Recent Contributions to the Study of Latin Literature,

'

is the work of a scholar and a
thinker. . . . Art IV., on that singular theosophist, Emanuel Swedenborg, is well

deserving of careful perusal. . . . Art V. is an elaborate and painstaking essay on the
' Old English Nobility.' From a graphic series of notices on the 'Barons of Ruunymede,'
we select the following sketch. . . . It will be at once admitted that the titles of these

papers evince great' variety in selection ; those who peruse them will allow that they
are equally dis inguished by ability of treatment. On the whole, this is, we think, the
best number that has yet appeared of this very rising periodical." Daily News, April
22nd, 1858.
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